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The adage “still waters run deep” applies readily 
to RJ 105.9 FM deejay BLACK SARAH, who 
graces the weekday morning FM airwaves in 
Metro Manila. Her personality is as versatile as 
the industry she works in, and her expressive 
range is similarly so. Her quiet, unassuming 
disposition is at pleasantly surprising odds with 
her verve and conviction: a quality that comes 
out in her fluid, unapologetic writing. 



KAREN SIMBULAN is a lawyer and weekend 
couch potato. Her husband, TJ ISLA, is a 
mountaineer, cyclist, rower, triathlete, and all- 
around athlete. They got together in 2005 and 
have been climbing mountains, scuba diving, 
traveling, and exploring the great outdoors ever 
since. They got married in 2008, embarking on 
the greatest adventure of their lives. 



Born just before Kennedy was assassinated, 
ADRIAN MARTINEZ majored in Philosophy 
because he wanted to write stuff worth reading. 
Since then he’s found himself in numerous and 
various Kafkan, Orwellian and Chestertonian 
situations, and has become convinced that in 
the situation comedy that is Life, he has been 
cast as the straight man since birth. He still 
wants to be a writer when he grows up. 



PEARL WEENA MARIE E. SABIDO, MD, is 
a graduate of the UP College of Medicine, Class 
2008. She took her pre-med in UP Diliman, 
earning a cum laude in BS Psychology. She is, 
aside from being a skilled physician, a writer, 
and has been a struggling poet since her youth. 
This beach-lover is also a businesswoman with 
an online clothing store, and her heart is filled 
with thoughts of summer, the French language, 
yoga, and all things beautiful. She is passionate 
about taking care of one’s health and well¬ 
being, not the least important aspect of which 
is the proper care of one’s skin. 



Born and raised in San Diego California, 
VANESSA JOHNSON moved to Manila 
in December 2008. Since then, she’s been a 
Binibining Pilipinas 2009 semi-finalist and Ms. 
Philippines Earth 2009 runner up. However, 
her passion truly lies in fashion, and her dream 
is to one day design her own clothes and put 
up a boutique store. In the meantime, she loves 
dressing people up for a living. She stays true 
to her Pisces sign by surfing, scuba diving, 
swimming and being a beach bum. She lives 
her life through quotes, including, “Be who you 
are and say what you feel because those who 
mind don’t matter and those who matter don’t 
mind,” by the inimitable Dr. Seuss. 



JB LAZARTE aka “Mike Chanco,” is an 
“extremely awesome” and “highly attractive” 
blogeur and faux-pas-nnoisseur whose sole 
claim to infamy is his adult-oriented blog, Flesh 
Asia Daily (www.fleshasiadaily.com). When 
he’s not spending time as one of the country’s 
“official pervs,” he writes poetry and short 
fiction, one of which even won a Philippine 
Free Press Literary Award. 
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Bask in the blues, reds and greens of the season as 
Ms, May 2009 Suan Javinez ably demonstrates that 
the colors of summer don't have to be limited to nature, 
Indeed, why should birds be the only ones with such vibrant 
plumage? 


PICTORIALS 

24 JOANNA 

From being proclaimed the Sekest Swimsuit Model in the Wo^f 
to appearing on Dancing With the Stars , Pofeh-American 
supermodel and actress Joanna Krupa is the very definition of 
a head turner. We’ve had her nude before, (Women cMfSrA, 
June 2009), but now, we're proud to unveil the full pictorial 
you’ve been asking fori (NpfPdiyh jokes, please,) 
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LETTER FROM THE EDITOR 


THELOOK 
OF SUMMER 


Last year, we took summer as a time to kick 
back, knock back a beer or three and just take 
in the scenery This year, with climate change in 
the air and an election on the way, we thought 
it more appropriate to pay more attention to the 
world at large. While the heat of the season is still 
the perfect time to take in a brew, we at PLAYBOY 
forever remain your stewards in taking in the 
world around us. 

With this month’s issue, we explore the trials 
and tribulations our Chinese neighbors experience 
in their quest to be heard on the World Wide Web. 
On a similar note, our Forum is a firsthand account 
on the obstacles to local freedom of speech from 
Flesh Asia Daily administrator JB Lazarte. Taking 
a look at the perils of interprovincial ferry travel 
is RJ 105.9’s Black Sarah, while in our 20 Questions, 
Bobby ‘Bungo’ Ortega shares his unique take on 
law enforcement. 

Next month is our 2nd Anniversary issue, so 
we’ll be pulling out all the stops for that one. And 
you can be sure that, yes it will be worth raising a 
glass to. See you then! 



For comments, inquiries 
and letters to the editor 
email us at playboy@pbphil.com 

PLAYBOY Philippines will not return 
unsolicited materials. 


BUNNY HUNT 



The Rabbit Head made his customary appearance 
on our December cover, leaving his mark in a 
decidedly pointed fashion. 


Adrian Solomon 
Benigno Zerubabel 
Aceveda Olympia 

Hunters! Send your guesses, as well as complete 
(snail) mailing address to bunnyhunt@pbphil.com, 
and well see you next month! 
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DEAR PLAYBOY 


Dear PLAYBOY, 

Good job on the Jan/Feb issue. Great articles, that 
interview with Peque Gallaga was insightful and 
your Playmate is so hot! I was disappointed that 
your pictorial with Ms. Maria Isabel Lopez is just 
a group shot. I thought she was going to get a full 
spread posing nude or semi-nude. It would have 
been nice to see someone who’s over 40 do a shoot 
for a men’s magazine. Her pictures back in the 
80’s fast tracked me to manhood back then, and, 
judging by the way she looks right now, not much 
has changed except for a few wrinkles here and 
there, So please feature her for old time’s sake. She 
already proved that she can dare to bare and she’s 
still damn sexy! 

ANGELO RUIZ 

Thanks for writing in , Angelo. We’ll he sure to 
ask her! 


Dear PLAYBOY, 

I am an ardent reader of your monthly publication 
- in various countries - but I must say, I would 
appreciate more short stories, more cartoons and 
clearer nude photos from your Playboy Family. 

Best regards from a Canadian! 

Hugo von Schober / Toronto 

We thrive on constructive criticism. Thanks , 
Hugo! 


PS: I mean plenty more magazines, not just skin, 
hahaha, but yes, more skin would be great too. 

Carl M, via email 

Your dad used to leave PLAYBOY lying around 
the house? Your dad officially rocks. Tell 
him he is a purveyor of intelligent reading 
material , and we most definitely approve. 


Dear PLAYBOY, 

Do women like your magazine? I’m a girl and I like 
it! I’ve read other men’s magazines before but I’m 
glad you don’t come across like any of the others. 

I remember your December issue was really cute, 
the one with Jacq Yu on the cover. I’ve always liked 
her. I’m not lez or anything, I just like appreciating 
beautiful women. I also noticed you didn’t go 
overboard with Photoshop. I hate it when the girls 
look too perfect and idealized. It makes us look like 
anime characters or something. I’m not a model or 
anything but I think I look pretty hot, especially 
because I’ve got freckles and some slight love 
handles here and there. More to love, right, boys? 
Anyway, good job with the pictorials! 

Katrina, via email 

Hmmm , now you’ve got us curious about 
how you look!Seriously, though , we do take 
pride in showing the women we feature in as 
natural a look as possible. Like you , we believe 
beauty radiates best when it’s natural and not 
too altered. 


Dear PLAYBOY, 

First, I would like to congratulate you guys for 
your awesome Philippine Cinema issue. I would 
have liked to see more of the indie insiders, 
though. Like Jerrold Tarog and Raya Martin. 
Thanks! 

Don Jaucian, via email 

There’s always next time , Don! 


Dear PLAYBOY, 

I’d really like to see more of your magazine. You’ve 
got a good thing going, I think. My dad left me a lot 
of copies of PLAYBOY from the US, and I’ve been 
a fan ever since. He was kinda liberal, so he didn’t 
mind that my brothers and I grew up with men’s 
magazines all over the place. He did say that he 
wanted us to respect women, though. Sounds like a 
contradiction, yeah, but I get what he meant. At least 
we didn’t grow up repressed, hahaha. Kudos on the 
great work, I love what you’re doing, and I hope to 
see plenty more! 


LETTER OFTHE MONTH 


PLA 


KXCI.I SI YE! 



Dear Playboy, 


ambtmio 

PHILIPPINE. 

CINEMA 


>■ 


I’ve done singular 
outrageous things in my 
life, and I’ve certainly 
posed for magazine 
covers as weU. But when 
you find yourself dealing 
with people who know 
their work, demanding 
attitudes from you 
before a camera, with a 
beautiful, intelligent and 
naked lady in your arms, 
you become aware that 
you’re involved in a ritual 
that goes back more than 
a half century, where 
not many are called 

and fewer still are chosen. It becomes quite... sentimental. 
Hahahaha, now that THAT’S justified. Let’s just say I had a 
great time and it made my Christmas! 

PEQUE GALLAGA 

It made our Christmas , too! 


ia 
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MUSIC MOVIES TECH BOOKS LIFESTYLE 


It’s a wild world out there, and we’ll never be able 
to see or hear it all. All we can do is aim for the best, 
and PLAYBOY is here to help you with that. Let the 
PLAYLIST show you what’s worth coming across as 
the year turns! 



To see more of Joanna Krupa, turn to page 24. 

Photography by Stephen Wayda 
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PLAYLIST I MUSIC 



MUSICAL O 


DEBUTANTE (Terno Recordings, 2009^ 


Persuaded by a promising demo that changed hands (or hard drives) like a sweet secret, I wrote favorable 
things about Musical O (“O” stands for “orgasm,” but I guess they’re too modest) in a “bands to watch out 
for” feature elsewhere. Am I going to apologize to those who hang on to my every word—my litde cousins 
notwithstanding—for failing them, now that the band’s debut is officially out? I guess not. Because they do 
deliver on a promise. “Ocean” and “WGDTB,” which start and end the record, respectively, are good portents. 
Their music feels like water, and not from a mechanical faucet. It’s not from somewhere mammoth, either. A 
calm lake perhaps, with smart guitar lines and lyrics sweet and formless enough they evoke an undiagnosable 
illness (such as in “I wish I was strong enough to anchor my self-doubt,” if I heard it right, on “Ocean”). There 
is an effortless poignancy in Marco Dinglasan’s voice that, vague Ben Gibbard similarities aside, makes for either 
intent or passive listening. Audiophiles may not be entirely giddy with the sonic qualities of Debutante , however. At times, the delay guitar pokes and spikes, 
the bass parts sing but a tad too shyly, and the drums, while played with more bravado than that required for sad-bastard music, tend to be buried in the 
mix. Perhaps a visit to one of their gigs is in order: these are good songs that do work well via headphones, but are perhaps infinitely better heard at a bar. 



THEM 

CROOKED 

VULTURES 


THEM CROOKED 
VULTURES 

THEM CROOKED 

VULTURES (Sony Music, 2009) 

The most obvious thing to say about the self-titled 
debut record of supergroup Them Crooked Vultures is 
that it sounds like a mash-up of Queens of the Stone 
Age, Nirvana, and Led fucking Zeppelin (you may 
also throw in the Foo Fighters and personal favorite 
Eagles of Death Metal for good measure). And this is 
so because: singer-guitarist Josh Homme, drummer 
Dave Grohl, and bassist John Paul Jones make up the 
assembly. Legendary-status personnel aside, however, 
it is the young uris (Homme’s) musical persona that 
is most evident, especially in songs like “Bandoliers” 
and debut single “New Fang.” In the Led Zep-style 
rifling of “Nobody Loves Me and Neither Do I,” as 
well as the faux-Robert Plant falsettos in “Scumbag 
Blues,” one senses Homme nudge-nudge-wink- 
wink-ing his bassist, who’s at least two decades his 
senior. Grohl, meanwhile, who’s been missed on 
active recorded drums for quite some time, makes a 
glorious comeback in this new record. Jones, needless 
to say, still has it, as evidenced by 2007’s Zep onstage 
reunion. As a working unit, there is no better return- 
to-form in-the-pocket riffery than that practiced by 
Them Crooked Vultures, for my money (though, yes, I 
don’t have much of that). 


Music reviews by Aldus Santos 


WEEZER 

RADITUDE 

(DGC/Interscope, 2009) 

Rivers Cuomo is pushing your buttons. And you let him. 
Two spins of Radi tude will prove that the Gen X Buddy 
Holly has not lost his touch. Tbu will find yourself singing 
along to “I’mTbur Daddy” against your will, ^hu will catch 
yourself playing air-guitar to “The Girl Got Hot” in front 
of your bathroom mirror with wanton abandon. But you 
let him push you the hardest—a willing bully-ee—on 
the deliberately stupid “Can’t Stop Partying,” where he 
“admits” that he’s “gotta have the girls” and he’s “gotta have 
the booze.” The track—part shout-out, part shoot-down 
of hip-hop culture—also has a rap section courtesy of HI’ 
Wayne, rhapsodizing about partying “like it’s (your) funeral” 
and “mixing alcohol with pharmaceuticals.” In this, Cuomo 
is at his brattiest best: a nerdy kid with a sarcastic axe to grind. 
On “Love is the Answer,” meanwhile, shades of the mockery 
of Spinal Tap’s “Flower People” are evident. But, hey, I’m 
no narc, and Cuomo is damn funny on these tracks, so I’m 
not complaining. I just worry about the kids who are used 
to the straight-faced, puppy-eyed earnestness of the Blue 
Album’s “Say It Ain’t So” and Pinkertons “Butterfly.” But, at 
the end of it all, Weezer are lovelorn geeks disguised as fine 
songsmiths disguised as lovelorn geeks, and they deliver the 
goods, especially on “IfYrure Wondering If I Want You To 
(I Want You To),” “Put Me Back Together” (co-written with 
half of The All-American Rejects), and “I Don’t Want to Let 
You Go,” which can wound you like a knife. 




i m . * 'i 

DIRTY PROJECTORS 

BITTE ORCA (Domino, 2009) 


‘Angular” is an adjective music critics normally throw around 
in the context of math-rock in the vein of) say, The Mars Volta 
or anything with Josh Homme in it Angular stuff generally 
make their oddity felt, angular stuff is meant for head-shaking 
astonishment There is something almost always exhibitionist 
(hence artificial) in angular music Sampled drums and looped 
Spectois-like girl-choir singing usually do not make for good 
Lingular raw' material. Usually. A singer doing his best marriage 
of Gay and Green usually cannot really front At the Drive-In, 
one should think Usually The Dirty Projectors, however, with 
their latest release (Bitte Orta) is challenging all that Think of 
a Motown incarnation of the Arctic Monkeys, if that’s at all 
fodting possible (and the Projectors tell you it is). Throwyour 
verse-chorus-verse and your guitar solos out the window, because 
Bitte Orm is like installation art it doesrit readily make sense, but 
shit, it’s beautiful. Their sense of deconstruction is not a chin-up 
one No matter how facetious the repetitive odd-time recitation 
of “Bitte orca, orca bitte” in “Useful Chamber” is, you just know 
it’s indispensable It may sound like an incoherent drunk on the 
beach harassing vacationers in Rio or Guadalajara, but—yeah— 
it’s music It’s good thinking music that doesrit make you think, 
except in the aftermath, when you realize your puny mind 
has been ravaged by a behemoth. To call Dave Longstreth 
and company “mildly intriguing” would be harsh (and pretty 
dumb). Remember that they once “reimagined” Black Flags 
Damaged the artsy way in 2007’s Rise Above. That was insane 
Impenetrable And I freaking loved it When they call these guys 
“experimental,” they—whoever they are—are not lying. 
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PLAYLIST I MOVIES 


ALICE IN 
WONDERLAND 

Tim Burton got a lot of flak in 2001 for coining the term “re-imagining” to 
justify his remake of Planet of the Apes , so it was with a little trepidation that we 
approached his live-action reworking of Disney’s Alice in Wonderland. Contrary to 
popular belief, this trip down the rabbit hole is a sequel, based on the premise that 
the now-19 year old Alice (newcomer Mia Wasikowska) had all her adventures 
in Wonderland when she was a child but was unable to remember them. This 
time around, she skips out on her own engagement party to follow a familiar 
White Rabbit (Michael Sheen) who leads her to discover that all is not well in 
Wonderland. All the familiar denizens are portrayed by a who’s who of British 
and American performers, including a number of returning faces from Burton 
productions past: Johnny Depp as the Mad Hatter, Helena Bonham Carter as the 
evil Red Queen, Anne Hathaway as the White Queen, Crispin Glover as the Red 
Knave, Stephen Fry as the Cheshire Cat, Alan Rickman as the Caterpillar, Michael 
Gough as the Dodo and Christopher Lee as the Jabberwock. Despite initial 
controversy over Burtons deciding to shoot the film in 2D for later conversion 
to 3D (“It doesn’t make any sense,” said James Cameron), you’d never know the 
film wasn’t originally intended to be 3D, as the layers and colors on display, while 
not quite as awe-inspiring as Cameron’s sci-fi movie, are more than effective at 
immersing the viewer in Burton’s Wonderland. We can’t wait to go again. 



CLASH OF THE TITANS 

To put it franky, we at PLAYBOY would prefer that bad movies got remade 
as good ones, rather than the other way around. Remaking a classic is rarely a 
good idea, unless you have something new to bring to the table. This time out, 
the classic in question is 1981’s Clash of the Titans , with the remake being helmed 
by The Incredible Hulk's Louis Leterrier and starring Avatars Sam Worthington. 
Loosely based on the Greek myth of Perseus, both this film and the original 
shake up the story by throwing in every monster (Medusa!), God (Liam Neeson 
as Zeus!) and beast (Release the Kraken!!!) you can think of for good measure. 
We hadn’t seen the film yet at press time due to a last-minute decision by Warner 
Brothers to convert the film to 3D, but after his blue turn in Avatar and a 
somewhat wooden (ok, robotic) performance in Terminator Salvation , there’ 
s no doubt that Titans is Sam Worthington’s chance to show the world that 
Avatars stellar showing at the box office may actually have had something to do with him. 
Here’s hoping he follows Harrison Ford’s example, and not Mark Hamill’s. 



COP OUT 

Originally tided ‘A Couple of Dicks’, studio squeamishness over his last 
film’s moniker (Zack and Miri Make a Porno ) forced director Kevin 
Smith to rebrand his latest film as the less offensive, yet no less tongue- 
in-cheek, Cop Out. Smith places his Live Free or Die Hard (aka Die 
Hard 4.0 , to pretty much anyone outside the USA) co-star Bruce Willis 
alongside TV's 30 Rock's inimitable Tracey Morgan as squabbling police 
partners (ie. the previously-titular Dicks) for the prerequisite explosions, 
chases and wisecracks. The buddy cop movie has seen its highs (. Lethal 
Weapon , Bad Boys) and lows ( National Security , Showtime ) but sadly, 
Cop Out belongs in the latter category. This is the first time that Smith 
has directed a film he didn’t write, and it shows. Willis and Morgan are 
fine comedians in their own right, so it’s a shame to see them saddled 
with inane, mind-numbing dialogue and sloppily edited, sub-par 
(in)action sequences; Hardly what one would expect from the creator 
of small, quirky films like Dogma , Clerks and Mallrats (all of which are 
endlessly quotable). Going by Cop Out's awful trailer from last year, it 
seems you can judge a book by its cover, and that’s not a good thing. 



To put it frankly, we at PLAYBOY would prefer that bad movies got remade as 
good 
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FUTURE-PROOF 


MOVIES ON THE GO 


With the explosion of digital filmmaking, it was only a matter of time before someone 
made a camera that could be customized to professional and independent filmmakers’ 
growing needs. Throwing their hat into the mix is Red Digital, who have released their 
Red One, a high-definition camera with a considerably higher resolution than one 
would expect from a handheld unit. Costing 5-20 times less than the digital cameras 
used on the latest Hollywood blockbusters, the Red One distinguishes itself with its 
modular design, allowing users to swap out and upgrade accessories and features as 
needed. Based on their patented Mysterium Super 35mm cine-sized Sensor Technology, 
the Red One can support 2K, 3K and 4K, enabling users to shoot anything from 
intimately-lit dialogue scenes to frenetic action sequences. Indeed, in the months since 
the Red One’s launch in September 2009, it has already garnered impressive reviews, 
seeing action in news and sports coverage (even a Time magazine cover shoot!), in 
addition to conventional movie-making. If digital media started the democratization 
of the filmmaking process, the Red One is quickly taking its place as the leader of the 
revolution. 


BACK TO THE 
DRAWING BOARD 

Given that Apple was late to the smartphone party by neglecting to include 3G in their 
first generation of iPhones, their latest release, the iPad, has more than a few people 
scratching their heads. Where initial buzz had the iPad touted as the netbook killer, the 
actual product is somewhat underwhelming. Aesthetically pleasing as anything from 
Apple’s recent output, the iPad nevertheless resembles nothing so much as an oversized 
iPhone (or iPod Touch), and is just about as functional. First the good: the much- 
hyped iWork suite is a joy to use, making creating spreadsheets and documents easier 
than ever (with some assistance from the keyboard peripheral, sold separately). Same 
goes for iBooks, an e-book reader comparable to the Kindle or Sony Reader’s. Now, 
the bad: several features available from more modestly-priced tablets and smartphones 
are nowhere to be found on the iPad, including the infuriating lack of multitasking, no 
USB ports and, most incredibly, no camera. Least forgivable of all is the lack of Flash 
support which prevents users from fully utilizing sites like YouTube. While the large 
screen is good for e-reading and enables one to view webpages at full size, the LCD 
does give one a headache after prolonged periods of browsing. With a retail price of 
$499 for a 16GB model ($629 for the 3G model), it doesn’t seem likely that anyone 
will be trading in their iPhones anytime soon. 



The field of portable DVD players is one that’s quickly 
become overcrowded, but Sony’s DVP-FX730 is one that 
stands head and shoulders above the pack. The model 
we tested featured a 7” swivel wide screen with crisp 
display and accurate color representation. The unit’s high 
resolution performed well, with no bleeding colors, visible 
pixelation or flickering. Two headphone jacks make it 
possible to share your experience with a friend and, most 
welcome of all in this digital age, is the DVP-FX730’s 
multiple format playback, supporting DVDs, MP4s DivX 
and even MP3s and JPGs on the go. The rechargeable 
battery lasted five hours on our trial run, which was 
enough time for two and a half movies. Overall, the DVP- 
FX730 is a more than welcome addition to any techie or 
traveling movie enthusiasts’ arsenal. 
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PLAYLIST I LIFESTYLE 


MILE-HIGH CLUB 

Few professions can lay claim to having the inherent mystique or 
romanticism most associate with the men tasked with manning flying 
machines, even more so those of the fighting variety. Alfred Dunhill 
pays tribute to the great aviators of World War II with their Fighter 
Provenance Cufflinks. Forged from aluminum taken from the actual 
Rolls Royce Merlin engine housings of World War II-era Spitfire 
MK1 X4276 airplanes, the cufflinks pay homage the brave souls who 
defended Britain’s skies while at the same time making a bold fashion 
statement on the parts of those now wearing them. Better hurry, 
thoug: the Provenance Cufflinks are only being released in a limited 
production run of 250 individually-numbered pairs at US $1,215 each. 



THE LITTLE GUY 


We at PLAYBOY love our espresso, making us highly in favor 
of anything that would make it easier for us to get our caffeine 
fix. Enter The Otto, (or as designer Craig Hiron refers to it, 
“the Litde Guy”), a stovetop coffee maker that puts larger, 
cosdier models to shame with its simplistic elegance. No mere 
coffeepot, The Otto is crafted almost entirely from stainless 
steel and its innovative design is the winner of the Australian 
International Design Awards’ Australian Design Mark (we 
were won over by the built-in milk frother). The Otto release 
was reportedly delayed as the development team made 
adjustments to the water pressure pump to bring it into the 
range of commercial machines, but it was well worth the wait. 
Don’t let the specs scare you off; the machine is incredibly easy 
to use thanks to an instructional DVD featuring tutorials for 
the novice barista. The Otto comes packaged with an Otto 
tamper, the aforementioned DVD, two Italian-designed latte 
glasses and a stainless milk jug, all of which fit in 
a convenient travel case. 




MAD LOVE 

Set in the cutthroat world of 1960’s New York advertising, HBO’s 
Mad Men takes us all back to a time when fine-cut suits were 
the rage. Recently, Mad Men star and interior designer Bryan 
Bratt teamed up with PLAYBOY Enterprises and Brownstone 
Furniture to create “The Hef,” a loveseat with a decidedly cool 
retro flair. Featuring grey mohair upholstery, nail-head detailing 
and rosewood side panels, the loveseat was unveiled at this year’s 
Las Vegas Market trade show. “The inspiration for this piece came 
from a 1960s photograph from the original Playboy Mansion in 
Chicago,” said Batt. “The design of the loveseat speaks to the 
sensibility of a time when suits and sexy were au courant .” 

The respect is entirely mutual: Hef himself was quoted as saying, 
“I’m a fan of Mad Men and a one-of-a-kind Playboy piece by 
Bryan Batt to celebrate the 50th anniversary of the Playboy Clubs 
seemed like a natural.” Only 50 loveseats will be put up for sale. 
Each has been hand-signed by Hef himself and is available from 
www.hazelnutneworleans.com for $15,000. 
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PLAYLIST I BOOKS 



How to Make Love Like a Porn Star: 

A Cautionary Tale by Jenna Jameson and Neil Strauss 

Paradoxically, there is a certain mystique in the adult 
industries: even as so much is laid bare and put up on 
display, there is a lot that is left unsaid and carefully hidden. 
This is especially true for the actual people photographed 
and videotaped for erotica or straightforward pom. If 
you’re in the business, you don’t want to get too real to the 
world at large. 

Part of the reason for that is the nature of the 
seduction industry, as too much truth can ruin any 
carefully crafted fantasy. Another part of it is the natural 
desire to keep some parts of your life private, especially 
if you spend most of it in the public eye. The last, and 
probably the most complicated part, is that your story 
is ultimately not limited to you. Other people, very real 
people, are as involved in your life’s travails as you are, and 
not all of those experiences are pretty. They’re also not 
likely to be as willing to have sections of their private lives 
out in the open. Take all of that together and you have a 
solid case against making any sort of tell-all biography. 

And yet, Jenna Jameson did just that (with the help 
of The Game maestro Neil Strauss). She gathered up her 
experiences and decided that it was time to let the worid 
know how she went from awkward, shy adolescence to pom 
industry royalty. She sidestepped the other-people’s-lives 
problem by being outright unapologetic about what she was 
recounting, letting things stand as they happened and only 
changing certain names when major life-affecting situations 
demanded it As for maintaining a private life of her own and 
keeping the mystique alive: she opted for full disclosure as a 
means of both catharsis and simplicity, replacing privacy with 
confident openness and mystique with sexy candor. 

Her story is a complicated and rough-and-tumble 
one, with plenty of unpleasant moments riding side-by- 
side with exhilarating ones. She paints a fair picture of her 
experiences, though, clearly avoiding unnecessary mush, 
self-pity or self-indulgence. As biographies go, the fact that 
her life is already undeniably fantastic makes her matter-of- 
fact recollections all the more credible and evocative. 


The book is a good read, even for fans of neither 
biographies nor the adult film industry. It is educational 
and lively, with the only caveat being that you should be 
as open-minded about reading her story as she is about 
telling it. 


Last Man Standing: The Ascent of Jamie Dimon 
and JPMorgan Chase by Dujf McDonald 
The global financial crisis is, if Obama and the 
slowly stabilizing tide of Wall Street are to be 
believed, largely over. Things are calming down, 
businesses are carefully getting their sea legs back 
in the calming waters, and financial institutions 
the world over are easing back into a less panicked 
existence. 

The crisis was fueled by a variety of factors, 
all of which ultimately stemmed from bad choices 
and extreme shortsightedness. This problem 
wasn’t unique to any particular institution or 
set of individuals; the financial and banking 
paradigms that led to the disaster were endemic 
to almost everyone of consequence in the financial 
sector. There were a few who weren’t so reckless 
or misguided, though, and among them was the 
extremely intelligent Jamie Dimon. 

His story feels almost like Joseph Campbell’s 
classic journey of the hero, except this particular 
hero’s crucible has been one that has spanned years 
across several institutions. He had the archetypal 
mentor in the persona of Citigroup’s Sandy Weill. 
The quest against increasingly challenging odds 
continued in his acquisition of Bank One and his 
progression through JPMorgan Chase. His ultimate 
battle (to date) with the ‘forces of darkness’ has been 
his withstanding the storm of the financial crisis, to 
rise far above his battered peers. 

Allies and detractors he has aplenty, but none 
can deny that he is every bit as remarkable as the 
stories about him are. He has the credentials and 
a nigh-indestructible banking company under his 
command to prove it. Duff McDonald’s exploration 
of one of the modern banking world’s wiinderkinds 
may be a bit data-heavy and a bit much for a non- 
financial reader to immediately grasp, but the broad 
strokes of Dimon’s story are clear enough: this is 
a story about a brilliant man, and about how he 
calmly weathered what laid low so many others. 




LA'ST 

MAN 

STANDING 

THE ASCENT OF JAMIE DIMON 
AND JPMORGAN CHASE 

duff McDonald 



Dark Reign: The List by Various Writers and Artists 

Comic book crossovers are a dime a dozen these 
days, with Marvel and DC featuring at least one 
such event a year. Bridging the gap between such 
crossovers are smaller-scale stories that tide readers 
over until the next epic event. Dark Reign: The 
List is one such ‘filler’ storyline, wherein Norman 
Osborn, the former Green Goblin, seeks to 
consolidate his hold on the Marvel Universe in 
the wake of Secret Invasion and Dark Reign , which 
established him (to the world at large, at least) as a 
hero. Everyone from the Avengers to his perennial 
foe Spider-Man is now a target on the titular 
List, made up of everyone who’s opposed Osborn 
through the years. 

The compilation is made up of issues from eight 
different tides, so the artwork and tone understandably 
vary as the story shifts points of view, yet The List 
nevertheless manages to maintain the overwhelming 
sense of helplessness that Osborn has instilled in our 
favorite heroes, as well as their resolve to take him 
down. 

Where most stories of this type take care 
to maintain the status quo until the next big 
event, Marvel showed true hubris in allowing 
the truly surprising death in this story of a major 
character, Frank Castle, the Punisher, at the hands 
of Wolverine’s feral son, Daken. Given that Castle 
tried to assassinate Osborn at the beginning of Dark 
Reign , it’s no surprise that Norman would throw 
everything he had into getting back at the Punisher. 
Castle meeting his demise is surprising enough, 
but not as much as the violent way in which it’s 
portrayed, especially for a mainstream Marvel title. 

All in all, The List may not be an earth- 
shattering tide on par with events like Secret Invasion 
or The Siege , but as a filler, it proves itself more than 
up to the task of keeping our attention with adequate 
helpings of the intrigue, action and superheroics we’ve 
come to expect from the House of Ideas. 


All titles available at Fully Booked 
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THE PLAYBOY ADVISOR 


What ’s the best way to keep clothes 
from getting wrinkled while traveling? 
Very often, the clothes I bring with me 
on business trips get so wrinkled that 
I end up looking frumpy and messed 
up compared to the people I meet up 
with. Sometimes I get to ask room 
service for an ironing service, but 
that’s not always available. 

— Manuel, via email 


There are several ways for you to 
keep your items safe from packing 
wrinkles. Your first order of business 
should be to always use a garment 
bag for your formal wear. Fold your 
slacks flat and then once over down 
the length, and drape them over the 
horizontal bar of the bag’s hanger. 
Place your waistcoat and overcoat, 
or similar items depending on your 
outfit, on the hanger. Your button- 
down shirts don’t also have to be on 
that hanger ; though. Fold them as 
normal for flat horizontal packing, 
but don’t just toss them into your 
luggage. Roll them gently so that 
the packing won’t press hard 
creases into the fabric. Finally, the 
moment you get to your destination, 
unpack your clothes and hang them 
up properly, so that they spend 
a minimum of time folded-up in 
travel. 


I live alone, and have trouble 
keeping my flat in order. I’m really busy 
so I don’t usually have time to clean 
my place myself, but I’m a little wary 
of hiring a housekeeper because of 
the valuables I have. What can I do? 
Should I relent and hire someone to do 
the cleaning? 

— Maria, via email 



It’s great that you’re interested! We’re 
always on the lookout for more 
contributors, and we do have one of 
the broadest publishing mandates in 
the industry. We take pride in our not 
being bound to specific themes, and 
in our willingness to publish intelligent, 
thought-provoking material. This goes 
for both our nonfiction features and our 
literary section. The usual assumption 
is that we only publish adult/sexualized 
content: while we do publish some 
material of that sort, we can (and 
do) publish a great deal more. Email 
our features editor, Dante Gagelonia 
(dante@pbphil.com), and he’ll work 
out the specifics with you. 


which of the things you do create more 
of a mess than others. Do your best to 
minimize that, and you’ll have much less 
to clean. Also, it doesn’t hurt to pick up 
after yourself once in a while, or do some 
sweeping if you don’t have the time for a 
big cleanup. 


I keep waking up with nasty 
hangovers. I guess I’m probably an 
alcoholic, but that’s really beside the 
point. What I’d like to know is, how do 
I cure them? 

— Nick, Merville 

There are a lot of ways to deal with 
excessive drinking from the night 
before. Let’s focus on the methods 
that don’t involve painkillers or the 
like. The moment you wake up, wash 
your hands and your face so that you 
can freshen up. Have a tall glass of 
water (but slowly) to rehydrate, and 
then take a shower to get the toxins 
off your skin. Traces of your night 
out’s proclivities on your skin (like 
cigarette smoke, for example) often 
add to your feeling like death warmed 
over the morning after. Have a very 
light breakfast at first while your body 
stabilizes, and then eat a heavier snack a 
couple of hours after. Through it all, keep 
drinking water: dehydration is the reason 
for at least half your discomfort. 


Not necessarily. Having a clean home 
is definitely about cleaning up after 
yourself, but a large part of that is also 
about being neat to begin with. Here’s a 
little exercise you can do: over the course 
of one day that you spend at home, take 
note of your habits and the things you do: 
how you cook, where you put your things, 
and so on. You’ll be able to see exactly 


I’m interested in being a contributor to 
PLAYBOY. I’ve been avidly reading the 
articles, and I’m really impressed with the 
content. I’ve heard that you publish almost 
any topic under the sun for as long as it’s 
written well and has a strong investigative 
slant. Is it true? Where do you get your 
contributors? 

— Shiela, via email 


Something on your mind? The PLAYBOY 
Advisor answers your questions about life, love, 
the pursuit of happiness and most anything in 
between. Tell us who you are and where you’re 
from, and what’s been nagging at you. Email us at 
theadvisor@pbphiI.com, and we’ll publish the 
questions we find most interesting. PLAYBOY 
reserves the right to edit material for brevity 
and clarity. The most interesting question of the 
month gets the sender a free beer (or equivalent 
non-alcoholic beverage, for you non-drinkers) 
with the editorial team! 
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Dive Me Crazy 

There were 932,486 
people certified to scuba 
dive in 2008. 


Wallet Worries 

50% of summer 
vacationers say the 
biggest factor affecting 
their vacation is their 
budget. 


Top Five Worst 
Summer Jobs 

1. Agriculture: Field Work 
and Processing 

2. Construction and Work 
in Heights 

3. Outside Helper: 
Landscaping, 
Groundskeeping, and 
Lawn Service 

4. Driver/Operator of 
Forklifts, Tractors and All 
Terrain Vehicles (ATVs) 

5. Traveling Youth Crews 


Summer Hits 

50% to 70% of 

husbands cheat on their 
wives during the summer 
months. 


I Need a Vacation 

78% of the adults surveyed in a travel study say 
they plan to take a summer vacation. 


Burning Hearts 

100 % of hospital-consultant 
episodes for sunburn required 
hospital admission in England in 
2002-03 (Hospital Episode Statistics, 
Department of Health, England, 
2002-03). 


Swimsuit Up! 

The average woman owns an average of 3 swimsuits. 


Good Thing I Have 
My Bat Shark-Repellant Spray 

The chances of being attacked by a shark on the 
beach is 1 in 11.5 million. 


A Whole New World 

87% of vacationers are looking to travel somewhere 
they have never been before. 


cream. 


* 1 


v 


I Scream for Ice Cream 

America produces about 900 
million gallons of ice cream per 
year. Almost one tenth of the nation’s 
milk supply is used to make ice 


What a Beach 

The land area of Boracay is 
approximately 1,083 hectares, with 
about 7,000-9,000 locals among 
its population of 12,003. 


Son of a Beach 

The top 10 most beautiful beaches 
in the world according to a recent 
Internet poll: 

1. Las Islas Cies, Galicia, Spain 

2. Tayrona National Park, Colombia 

3. Porto da Barra, Salvador, Brazil 

4. Palawan, the Philippines 

5. Nungwi, Zanzibar, Tanzania 

6. Arambol, Goa, India 

7. Whitehaven, Whitsunday Islands, 
Queensland, Australia 

8. Shell Beach, Isle of Purbeck, 
Dorset 

9. Sinclair’s Bay, Caithness 

10. Aroa, Aitutaki, One Foot Island, 
Cook Islands 
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TOO PORNY FOR COMFORT 



BY JB LAZARTE 

ILLUSTRATION BY CHONG P. ARDIVILLA 


Google's yardstick for the "adultness" of web content is simple: 

IF YOU'RE NOT COMFORTABLE SHOWING IT TO YOUR KIDS, THEN IT S "ADULT." 

On Google's end, that works well, especially since its online advertising 

BEHEMOTH, ADSENSE, HAS A NO-PORN POLICY. BUT IN THE "REAL WORLD," SPECIFICALLY 
IN A COUNTRY TEEAT STILL STUMBLES AROUND IN THE FOG OF WEEAT-THE-HELL-SHOULD- 
WE-DO-WITH-THE-INTERNET, THINGS AREN'T AS CLEARLY CUT. UNNECESSARY LAWSUITS 
NOTWITHSTANDING, THE QUESTION IS: CAN YOU STAND IT? 


ention the name "Hayden Kho" and instantly 
people think, "sex videos." In May 2009, following 
several months of juicy rumors and speculation, 
a bunch of 
■videos of Hayden 


Kho having sex with some of his 
former girlfriends rocked our little 
lives, forcing us to rethink the 
wisdom (or lack thereof) behind 
the human impulse to record 
everything for posterity. There 
were Katrina Halili and Maricar 
Reyes and other nameless ladies 
doing what porn stars normally 
do, surreptitiously recorded by 
Hayden's "ninja" (hidden) camera. 
It was pretty explosive stuff: with 
Katrina being one of the country's 
most celebrated sexy women, 
and Maricar an up-and-rising 
commercial model and actress, 
sex videos featuring these ladies 
were like a dream come true for 
the red-blooded, lad magazine¬ 
buying masses. 

It was all fun in the beginning: 
people downloading the videos 
and burning DVDs as a "naughty 
gift" to each other, offering 
opinions online, calling Hayden 
both "hero" and "douchebag 
extraordinaire," depending on 
which side of the fence they were 
on. It wasn't long before Katrina 
Halili soaked up the airwaves with 


her outrage, and when she gave it teeth by filing a lawsuit, the fun 
stopped. At least for me. 

If you were watching TV in July last year, you might have 
seen me getting hauled off into 
the back of an SUV. The media, 
thanks to a sensational feed 
from the NBI, trumpeted it as "a 
breakthrough." Apparently, I was 
"identified" as the first person who 
uploaded those videos and, as far 
as their theory went, I must have 
known the people responsible 
for leaking them. But I'm getting 
ahead of myself. 

You see, I write a blog 
called Flesh Asia Daily (www. 
fleshasiadaily.com) - FAD to its 
readers — a blog about female 
celebrities, mostly of Asian 
descent. Powered by a burgeoning 
community of tipsters, contributors 
and fans, my contributors and 
I are always on the look-out for 
anything local female celebrities 
do, especially if it's sexy - 
emphasis on sex: Marian Rivera's 
enthusiasm gets the better of her 
while dancing on some noon-time 
show, and her boobs slip, trust FAD 
to blog about it (with video!) the 
next day. Maja Salvador flashes 
her underwear, and within hours, 
FAD has the screencaps. So it's 
not surprising that many people 
visit the site — daily visitors range 
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from 40,000 to as high as 100,000 - and when the authorities 
wanted to pin the leakage of Hayden Kho's videos on someone, 
it was even less of a surprise that my blog blinked hugely on the 
radar of suspects. 

The First Rule of FAD Is You Don't Talk about FAD 

During my questioning at the NBI regarding the videos, I was asked 
this: "Who emailed the videos to you, and how much did you get 
for it?" Before you ask, no, this questioning wasn't after some burly, 
sweaty gorilla of a cop had beaten the living shit out of me, a la 
Slumdog Millionaire. It was, rather, during a "casual chat," in which 
they tried to gain my trust and confidence. The authorities' theory 
was based on old-school blackmail: they figured that whoever 
the source of the video was, they must have had a motive, and 
the motive, from common sense, was money. Somebody wanted 
to earn money, a boatload of it, but somewhere along the way 
"negotiations" must have broken down. Hence, I was "forced" to 
leak the video and post it on my blog. 

It didn't help me much to tell them that the videos — specifically the 
first two in which no actual sex happened (who could for get the 
infamous "Careless Whisper" clip?) — had been sent to me via 
anonymous email, and that the really explicit videos were already 
all over the net days before they appeared on my blog. "Anonymous 
sender?" they repeated, incredulously, "If that's true, then I'm Bill 
Clinton in blackface." 

If anyone had cared to browse the posts on FAD all the way 
back to 2007, it would have been clear that the blog has always 
relied on submissions from its readers. FAD's online subculture, as 
elsewhere on the Internet, relies on anonymity. From the standpoint 
of human nature, that's understandable: we often say "truthier" 
things when wearing our preferred mask, online or otherwise. 
For the more than two years since I began writing, I had been 
pseudonymous myself, using the screen name "Mike Chanco," and 
with good reason. 

When I started FAD, I had no idea it would grow into this 
behemoth. It was a sunny April afternoon in 2007: I was brushing 
my teeth, thinking about a lost CD of scans of old laddie magazines 
when I thought, "Hey, what if I make 
a blog to store all my digital scans 
so future images won't be lost?" 

Subsequently, high on sugar and a 
certain semi-alcoholic beverage I won't 
mention, amid giggling fits, I chose the 
website's name, my screen name, and 
pretty much everything else. 

Everything started with that rather 
innocent idea: it was all about my very 
personal convenience. Months later, in 
late 2007, when I noticed the blog's 
visitors steadily rising in number, I realized 
something was up. People were taking 
notice. The blog was obviously striking a 
nerve. Along with the increase in visitors 
came an increase in the number of 
daily tips. Each of those thousands of 


visitors became a potential tipster, so one can imagine the blog's 
"all-knowingness" - almost nothing escapes it. Consequently, it's 
updated several times a day. Every little thing that happens within its 
editorial scope is covered, some would say, "obsessively." 

The motivation that drives these "anonymous tipsters" to 
take part in an Internet activity that doesn't distinctly reward them 
is as limitless as cyberspace itself. But with the huge success of other 
forums and websites relying on the participation of its readers, 
anonymous or not (boingboing.net an d 4chon.org being international 
examples), this whole "Internet thing" clearly has little understood, 
or often misunderstood, dynamics. 

Try explaining that to the authorities, especially in the context 
of something nationally controversial, and you'll be lucky to get an 
iota of understanding. In a country run mostly by non-technically 
inclined people, where the business opportunities provided by the 
Internet are largely untapped or, worse, ignored, it's difficult to pick 
out the one truthful voice from a cacophony of misled perceptions. 
And it's these such "misled perceptions" that claim victims from 
among the innocent. 

"The Only Thing I Understand About It 
Is the Fact that I Don't Understand It" 

"Your blog has a lot of banner advertisements," someone said 
during the NBI questioning. "So surely you're earning millions. And 
is it true that you earned PI per download of the sex video? That 
after a million downloads, you now have a million pesos?" 

There were so many very wrong things about that statement 
that for a moment, I actually stammered while trying to give a 
succinct, satisfying, bullshit-free answer. 

Pegging a certain monetary value on a website, or earning 
money from the web, is more an art than a science. There is no 
easy answer, no easy way to do it. I've been more or less engaged 
in Internet-related enterprises for the past 10 years, and I've seen 
how the rules continue to change. In 1999, for instance, while working 
as the managing editor (not a real managing editor, but an awesome 
managing editor) of a medical website, during the time of the dotcom boom, 
advertising on the Internet was teeth-grindingly nascent, if you 
can picture that. When we tried to sell 
ad space for the said medical website, 
we still thought in terms of print: we just 
offered an ad size, versus how many 
pages the site had, regardless of actual 
consistent traffic. 

Google then was but a one- 
year-old geek project that only the 
geekier among us knew, and, aside 
from making an initial public offering 
and actually getting listed on the 
stock market, nobody knew exactly 
how to directly earn from the web on 
a consistent basis. Soon, however, 
Google's Adsense revolutionized online 
advertising, and many similar outfits 
followed. These online advertising 
companies more or less followed the 



The current front page of Flesh Asia Daily: its third 
iteration after the chaos of the 2009 lawsuit. 
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principles Adsense made popular, including 
pricing traffic according to the country of 
origin of a website visitor. A person viewing 
your website from his mother's basement 
in, say, USA or Germany or the UK, is more 
valuable to the online advertiser than one 
viewing the same ad from the Philippines. 

To put it simply, the value of website 
traffic is not equal. My blog's visitors- 
although reaching tens of thousands-are 
mostly from the Philippines, and the Philippines is among the large 
swath of countries online advertisers value the least. To illustrate, one 
may earn $15 for every 1000 website visitors from the UK, but that 
same number of visitors coming from the Philippines may be worth 
mere cents. 

As an Internet-based editorial product, FAD is costly to maintain 
and doesn't even earn as much as one might assume from its massive 
traffic, but I continue to maintain it for certain personal reasons: it has 
been, and will always be, a hobby - something I do to blow off steam. 
Somehow the little horny, enterprising kid in me believes that one day 
FAD will actually earn enough to allow me and some of my devoted 
bloggers and readers to sail away on a yacht on the coasts of the 
Mediterranean, surrounded with girls as pretty as a tree or a high-class 
prostitute (to borrow a line from Flight of The Conchords). But that day 
is hard to see through the thick, choking mist of controversy that is 
unfairly, if not maliciously, heaped upon it. 

So when the NBI threw the issue about FAD's banner 
advertisements at me like a newly sharpened dagger of accusation 
— as if having advertisements was in itself wrong and somehow 
had something to do with Hayden Kho's personal erotic cinematic 
stylings — I was instantly filled with outrage. Outrage over the sheer 
ignorance. Outrage over the fact that here we were, in the 21st 
century, and there were still people flailing their arms in the dark, 
shooting at random targets. Outrage over the realization that had 
the system actually worked, I wouldn't be there, being forced to 
answer inane questions that were only slightly not obviously silly. 

How to Screw Up and Influence People 

Writing about some of the most beautiful creatures ever to walk 
the Earth—hot women—and having the patience to wait for them 
throw us hungry dogs a bone or two in the form of a nude picture 
accidentally leaked from a cell phone or, juicier, a sex video, is 
apparently the height of grotesquerie itself. No decent human being 
should even mention such a thing, said those who joined in tolling for 
FAD's death knell at the height of hype decrying the site's closure. 

Meanwhile, despite finding absolutely nothing connecting to 
anyone involved in Hayden Kho's drama, the authorities still saw 
fit to file a lawsuit against me. Smarter people saw it for what it 
was: the NBI's version of a "graceful exit," to distract from the 
sensational announcements the authorities made to the media. 

The case that we now face in court is apparently a violation 
of Article 201 of the Revised Penal Code. In layman's terms, I 
supposedly engaged in "obscene publications and exhibitions," or 
something like that. Now I'm told this is the first time a website has 
actually been sued in the Philippines (by the government no less!). 


for something actual print publications 
and movies showing nudity (the specific 
law's traditional target) are usually sued 
for. For that reason, this case might set 
a precedent-whatever happens with 
it, whatever decision some judge is 
going to hand down, it may affect how 
Filipinos use or experience the Internet, 
including the web's business potential. 
FAD's case thrusts to the fore 
one timely important issue: "pornography," and its attendant 
concerns, such as national Internet censorship versus parental 
content filtering. Is it really "democratic," or does it even make 
sense, to censor the kind of content that enters the country on 
a national basis? Does the country have the resources to do it? 
Or is it much more sensible to leave the decision-making to the 
individual user, or to the parents of children who regularly access 
cyberspace? There are numerous effective content-filter software 
available, most of them free. Even videogame consoles have 
a so-called parental lock. In short, there is no lack of sensible, 
effective solutions to the matter of "offensive" content. 

And also (as mentioned by one lawyer blogger): there is 
actually no legal definition of "pornography" in the Philippines; 
no law has been passed defining the scope and extent of just 
what pornography is. Worse, the Internet is fairly new: the folks 
who wrote the majority of the country's existing laws in the 
1930s would never have dreamt of virtual space, hyperlinks, or 
video streamed from a machine 3,000 miles away. There's just 
no way they could have predicted the emergence of something 
that effectively blurs geographical or national boundaries, much 
less how that new reality would give people from all walks of life, 
race, gender or social class equal opportunities for advancement 
(or doom). 

Obviously, FAD's case is a wake-up call: it adds pressure to 
lawmakers to write laws that more appropriately meet today's 
reality, and as that "reality" continues to shift faster and more 
wildly than ever (the singularity is near, says noted American 
futurist Ray Kurzweil), that wakeup call is quickly becoming a 
banshee scream. 

On the other hand, FAD's case also focuses the spotlight 
on the little Internet-dwelling person, specifically the rights of 
bloggers and website owners regarding freedom of speech. 
What about their civil rights? Where does their freedom begin? 
Where does it end? And what can or should be done to protect 
them? What should be done to empower them? 

Even now, these questions remain white noise, easily lost 
in the unintelligible onslaught of more pressing daily needs. 

My blog may or may not escape this fiasco, but the 
country's currently freewheeling little patch of cyberspace 
nevertheless faces a reckoning, and someday soon, it may 
be you, the Filipino blogger sitting on your mother's couch, 
happily offering your raw opinion on anything, who could very 
well be next. 

O 


There is actually no 

LEGAL DELINITION OL 
“PORNOGRAPHY” IN THE 
PHILIPPINES; NO LAW HAS 
BEEN PASSED DEFINING THE 
SCOPE AND EXTENT OF JUST 
WHAT PORNOGRAPHY IS. 
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THE ROAD TRIP 

By Adrian Sanares and Mike Timbol 


S ummertime has once 
again hit our shores. 
It’s that time of year 
when we all want 
to de-stress and unwind, 
maybe catch a sunset 
with some friends while 
knocking back a few beers. 
Maybe scope out some 
lovely ladies, and if you’re 
fortunate, maybe even get 
lucky. It’s the summer of 
love, friends, and we all 
know what that means. 

Pack your bags and bring 
your sunscreen. It’s time to 
go on the road trip of your 
dreams. 


Now, you can either go with 

the classic sedan or the rugged SUV. The choice is yours. The 
use of either an SUV or a sedan car is basically in the hands of 
the group of persons traveling. If your group has less than four 
persons and is casually planning to travel short distances, then 
the choice here would be a sedan. However, if you are looking 
for space then it’s an SUV you want. Be reminded though, that 
in any moving vehicle we should take into consideration the 
importance of proper maintenance. 


If you’re anything like us, you too love the open road. It is our 
firm belief that half of all the vacation fun comes from the trip 
getting there, and we’re here to make sure that your next trip 
comes off without a hitch. In our opinion there are two types 
of attitudes one can take when preparing for a road trip. One 
is the happy-go-lucky attitude towards the trip. The other 
one is the OCD attitude. Now it would be much easier to take 
the devil-may-care attitude and just hit the open road, to be 
honest. However, you won’t have that attitude for long when 
your car has overheated in the middle of the afternoon sun. 
Allow us to run by you some fundamentals that all of us drivers 
should carefully look out for. 


Items of importance 

We have compiled a list of things that should always be found 
in your vehicle when going on a road trip: 


1. First Aid Kit 

Although most European and American models come stocked 
with these, we are aware that there are some models out there 
that aren’t. It would be beneficial to always have one handy; 
you never know when an emergency is going to happen. 


2. Flashlights 

There will always be the chance of you travelling at dusk, so it 
is important that you have a flashlight with you. There’s nothing 
worse than being stranded and blind at the same time. 

3. Flat Tire Fillers 

We think that this item speaks for itself in terms of importance. 
The next gasoline station or vulcanizing shop could be too far 
to trek if you ever blow out one of your tires, so to be on the 
safe side you should have one stored in your car. 

4. Updated Map 

Having a car is useless unless you know where you’re going. 
Wandering aimlessly is a waste of time and can be stressful for 
both you and your vehicle. If you’ve ever been lost on the road, 
then you probably already know of people who give directions 
that get you even more lost. Having a map close by will help 
you avoid this. 
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5. Steel Epoxy 

Another very reliable item you that will come in handy is steel 
epoxy. This item has a variety of uses and has saved a lot of 
people from what looks like an impossible fix. Spare a few 
pesos for this item. Believe us, you won’t regret it. 


Now that we’ve enumerated the things you’ll need to bring, 
let’s go on to making sure your car is primed and ready for the 
open road. 


Tires 

When you’re going on a road trip, be it short or long, it is 
absolutely imperative that you first check on the condition of 
your tires. In most cases what seems to be a well-grooved tire 
may not really be in the best condition. In order to correct this, 
a quick visit to the nearest vulcanizing shop should do your 
car wonders. These guys are experts at what they do, they are 
tried and tested and have an innate knowledge of all things 
rubber... especially tires. You can also go to professional tire 



service centers if you’re the type who enjoys a technical and 
detailed analysis of your tires. It really doesn’t matter which 
one you go to, both are fine. As long as you understand their 
evaluation, it’s all good. 

Tire pressure is as essential as the above but is not as 
disastrous in case you neglect to look into it. Unlike the above 
where lives can be lost and saved, low tire pressure is more 
likely to affect the performance and handling of your car, 
and ultimately your chance of saving up on fuel. Yes, low tire 
pressure results in your vehicle guzzling more fuel than it’s 
supposed to. Check the side panels of your doors. Listed there 
is the right pressure with which to inflate your tire. You might 
also want to try the latest in technology, like Nitrogen Air, which 
helps with wear and tear, and keeps the pressure at its correct 
level while at the same time cooling the hot air inside your tires. 

Also, don’t neglect to check on your spare tire. This is your 
lifeline if you get a flat tire. Taking note of the tips previously 
mentioned on your spare can save you a whole lot of 
inconvenience. One of the tools we recommend are aerosol tire 
fillers that can be easily found in car accessory shops. 

Inside the hood 

We recommend that you check your water levels daily. Your 
radiators can leak, or worse, suddenly overflow when you’re 
already on the expressway. This can become very frustrating. 

Another thing you might want to check is the battery. This part 
of the engine can conk out at anytime and we should all be 
diligent enough to check the expiration of its life expectancy, 
so that we can save on time and concentrate more on enjoying 
the trip. Belts are important too. Whether it’s the one for the air 
conditioning or the one connecting the engine to the alternator, 
you must find the time to inspect those belts. You don’t need to 
be an expert to see if it needs replacing. 

Changing your oil and taking in your car for a tune-up are also 
important aspects of preparing your car for a long trip. It would 
be best to perform a tune-up even if it’s not yet time on the 
cluster schedule. By undergoing such measures you lessen the 
stress on the performance of the engine. 

If you’ve already checked your breaks, check it again. We 
cannot stress enough the importance of this one item, which 
we believe is tantamount to cancelling or pushing through with 
the trip. The slightest malfunction on one of its components 
can and will lead to disaster. Do not compromise this for 
anything. 

Like most things in life, not everything will go according to 
plan, which is why it’s important to plan for any problems and 
hindrances you might encounter. Remember what they say, 
“Hope for the best and prepare for the worst.” Godspeed and 
have a safe trip! 


□ 
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Dancing with the Stars phenom 
and world-class model 
Joanna Krupa reveals all 
in her sexiest photos ever. 


Photography by Stephen Wayda, Marco Glaviano and Rankin 






B eauties like Joanna Krupa 
don’t come around all 
that often. She is a beauty 
for the ages, with a firm 
and elegant body that is 
almost inhuman in its 
perfection. In the words 
of Hemingway, she was built with 
curves like the hull of a racing yacht. 

Even rarer still, Joanna has versatile 
talents to match. She’s a TV and 
movie actor, a dancer and a world- 
class model. With her “I’d Rather 
Go Naked Than Wear Fur” PETA 
campaign, she is an activist as well. 

It seems the only thing missing from 
her resume is NASA engineer. 

Born in Warsaw and raised in 
Chicago, she started out as a model 
in the late 1990s before moving 
on to acting. She is probably best 


known for her role on ABC’s Dancing 
With the Stars. The competition is 
furious: the season’s cast started 
with ex-Dallas Cowboy receiver 
Michael Irvin, former Ultimate 
Fighting champ Chuck Lidell, former 
supermodel Kathy Ireland and 11- 
time Olympic swimming medalist 
Natalie Coughlin, among others. But 
after week one, Joanna was leading 
the pack. 

“I was over the moon,” she says 
of that experience. But the show 
is a grind. “We have only four 
to five days to learn the next 
dance,” she says. And then it’s live 
on nationwide television. As of 
PLAYBOY’S press time, she was still 
going strong. “Whatever happens on 
the show, I just want to leave with a 
positive attitude, because it’s a once- 
in-a-lifetime opportunity.” 


Joanna’s film credits include Planet 
of the Apes and Ripple Effect, and 
she has appeared on television 
programs as varied as CSI: Crime 
Scene Investigation and The Man 
Show. While we adore her effortless 
on-screen magnetism, here’s what 
we love most about Joanna: She’s a 
fighter, and she’s afraid of nothing. 
She has called out Paris Hilton for 
being a brat, P.Diddy for wearing fur 
and Warren Sapp for being Michael 
Vick apologist. Most famously, she 
publicly criticized gridiron hot 
dog Terrel Owens for being a lousy 
teammate when the two paired 
together on The Superstars, last 
summer’s reality show that teamed 
pro athletes with celebrities. 

“He was all about himself, which was 
uncool,” she says flatly. “I spoke my 
mind. Afterward people said to me, 



‘So many of his old teammates and 
coaches would love to have said what 
you said.’” 

As for this shoot, it’s Joanna’s 
second appearance in PLAYBOY. 

(Her first was in the US edition’s July 
2005 issue, and they’re still getting 


letters from readers who loved that 
pictorial.) The studio shots were 
inspired by her idol, French actress 
Brigitte Bardot, who, like Miss Krupa, 
was an icon of style and devoted 
animal rights activist. “Nobody can 
replicate her,” says Joanna, “but she 
was the inspiration. Hopefully I’ll get 


to bump into her in St. Tropez one 
day and tell her what a big fan I am.” 

In person, Joanna is charming, with 
a disarming smile and a certain 
indefinable charisma. These photos 
capture both sides of her. “My friend 
told me once, ‘You’re like an egg,”’ 


Joanna says. “You’re hard on the 
outside, a tough chick, but you’re soft 
in the middle .” Yes, we know what 
you’re thinking. You’d like her served 
sunny-side up. Simply delicious. 
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“Nobody 
can replicate 
Brigitte Bardot. 

But she was 
the inspiration 
behind some 
of this shoot.” 
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t is never cold in this land, and the sun is harsh 
and wildfires in the bush are commonplace. 
During the rainy season, relentless typhoons 
lash the land, dumping more rain in a day than 
hurricane Ketsana ever did, saturating the earth 
beyond its capacity to hold water and washing 
away what little top soil remains. There are no 
trees to hold the soil in place: they have been 
cut down every last one of them and sold off 
to foreign buyers. During the dry season, the 
land is parched and cracked, and the rivers that 
once watered the fields have become sluggish, 
oozing canals of putrid sludge. No longer are 
there springs that cascade from the mountains: 
in order to have springs, you need to have a 
water table and in order to have a water table, 
you need trees. It is no surprise then that food 
and fresh water are scarce, as are decent places 
to live. The coastline has been altered by the 
rising sea, driving the poor folk who have made 
a living there for generations inland and into an 
uncertain future. What lakes there are left no 
longer live up to the name; instead they more 
resemble puddles. 












Today, the cities are more crowded than ever: no longer 
is there any livelihood in the provinces—climate change 
and a feudal mindset have seen to that. All that remains 
now are the cities and the jobs they offer if there are 
any jobs to be had at all. Mother Teresa would have felt 
right at home in these cities; here, the desperate and the 
destitute litter the streets while those who are slightly 
better off ignore them and go about their business in 
quiet desperation. The goal of these toiling masses is 
no longer to get ahead, but to keep their head above 
water. Tragically, the water level just keeps on rising and 
rising and rising. Crimes driven by desperation are so 
commonplace that they no longer elicit outrage; they are 
now merely part of the cityscape, sometimes sideshow, 
but mostly just another crisis in an endless succession 
of crises. Indeed, the desperate struggle to survive has 
so eroded all human feeling that only numbness remains 
and it is hidden behind an exterior that is politely 
called stoicism but is closer in reality to callousness. 

Joy, compassion and empathy are merely words now 
and locked away in books that nobody bothers reading 
because they no longer know how. It is every man, woman 
and for himself and the devil take the hindmost and the 
devil is more than willing to do just that. 

Society has only three classes now: those who 
starve slowly, those who hustle ceaselessly and those 
who indulge callously. The rich remain in their gated 
communities, willfully ignorant of the suffering around 
them; that is a world away and has nothing to do with 
them. They are confident that their wealth entitles them 
to the luxuries and comforts that they enjoy. After all, as 
far as the elite are concerned, the poor are poor because 
they have chosen to be poor and should therefore 
endure the consequences of that choice. Meanwhile, the 
rich ensure that they remain rich by exploiting those 


around them without apology, restraint or pretense. 

Like prisoners of war who have decided to smoke their 
cigarettes instead of using them for barter, the wealthy 
squander their money not on research and technologies 
that may yet alleviate the suffering of others but on 
whim, fancy and ego. After all, it is their wealth and they 
will decide how it is spent. He who dies with the most 
toys wins. This is how the game of life is played and they 
are clearly the winners. 

The buying and selling of goods and services has 
never been more frenetic. Like the orchestra onboard the 
Titanic that kept on playing until the end, the salesmen, 
the hustlers, the con men and hucksters go about their 
business, convinced of their moral superiority over the 
coddled few and the desperate many. They tell themselves 
that they are in the best position of all and pray for the 
souls of both the rich and the poor, but all the while lusting 
after the former and loathing the latter. They who hustle 
pander to the rich and fetch and carry for them in the hope 
of getting just a taste of what the rich take for granted. On 
the other hand, these hustlers pick through the miseries 
of the poor, cooing to them platitudes and prayers and 
handing out tokens of relief more to assuage their guilty 
consciences rather than provide the destitute any real hope 
of liberation from their state of misery. To the mind of 
the morally superior, the poor exist so the morally upright 
could demonstrate their piety, conscience and compassion. 
The hustlers pour out their compassion and empathy by 
employing the poor and paying them slave wages while at 
the same time holding the constant threat of unemployment 
over the heads of their employees. The hustlers are the 
engines of the city and the poor are the fuel. 

And what of the underclass? Are they the poor 
victims of an unfeeling society? Hardly. Rather, they play 
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“There are no heroes or saints in this 
—society; no moral man will rise up and 
cause God to stay His' hand and save 
=_ Sodom from destruction.” 


Esau who has given away his birthright for a mess of 
potage. Instead of standing up for their rights as human 
beings, they revel in their ignorance and helplessness, 
looking to the classes above them for a hero and a savior. 
And should such a person present himself as such, the 
great unwashed are the first to crucify and consume him. 
Charity and compassion have been broken upon them as 
they are convinced that they are entitled to help but are 
unwilling to help themselves. They show this sense of 
entitlement first and foremost by their rabid, unthinking 
loyalty to the conditioning, propaganda and superstitions 
that keep them where they are. It is fear that keeps them 
in place, but it is not fear of violence or even disapproval, 
but fear of discomfort. As miserable as their lives are, 
they take comfort in that it is familiar and are terrified 
of change. To the rabble who litter the streets of the city, 
it is better to sleep with the devil they know rather than 
with the devil they don’t know. 

There are no heroes or saints in this society; no 
moral man will rise up and cause God to stay His hand 
and save Sodom from destruction. On the other hand, 
no one can be blamed for the state of this society either. 
They, all of them, are, all at once, victim and villain, 
perpetrator and conspirator, betrayer and betrayed. 

They are all players in a game that creates only losers— 
unwitting, blind, ignorant players to be sure, but willing 
players nonetheless. Our civilization could very well be 
the society painted in the paragraphs above. Like them, 
we too are players in this game and, like the game of 
Mutually Assured Destruction, the only way to win this 
game is to not play. 

But this game cannot be stopped by defusing 
bombs or dismantling missiles; there are no treaties to 
forge or walls to tear down. This is because this game 


exists only in the consciousness of society. This game 
doesn’t even have a name—or rather, it has so many, 
and each name has its own connotation and emotional 
baggage: economics, business, profit, capitalism, 
communism, greed, avarice, the monetary system... the 
list goes on. So pervasive is this game of many names that 
it is considered as fundamental as gravity and as essential 
as air. Nothing can be undertaken without its blessing, 
and what is considered wise and what is considered 
foolish is measured against its standard. The problem is, 
this game of many names has absolutely nothing to do 
with objective reality. What’s more, it is inherently self¬ 
destructive. 

It can be argued that climate change is a direct 
outcome of playing this game. The Intergovernmental 
Panel on Climate Change (IPCC) said that human activity 
is Very likely’ to be the cause behind Earth’s warming 
temperatures, rising seas, more intense storms, and 
a host of other environmental maladies. What human 
activity was this? It is most likely the kind that was 
undertaken in the name of profit. The nature of this 
profit and circumstances surrounding it are no longer 
relevant. What is relevant is that climate change 
now poses a challenge to humanity. To be clear, the 
challenge is not about how well we are able to master the 
environment, but rather how well we are able to master 
ourselves. Simply put, we need to stop playing this game 
of many names. What’s more, we need a new measure 
for success and well-being. We need to abandon what 
endangers our survival as a civilization and replace it with 
something that will preserve both it and our humanity in 
the process. 

It is very difficult to let go of habitual beliefs 
that have come to resemble self-evident and immutable 
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‘truths’ and pass for common sense. Consider the 
following: 

In his book Creating a World that Works for All, author 
Sharif M. Abdullah makes it clear that there are no bad 
guys to blame: we are all equally responsible for the 
current state of our world. We each have created it, and 
we each have equal power to change it. Abdullah offers 
three criteria for creating a world that works for all: 

The Criteria of Enoughness: Everyone has enough, 
even though not everyone shares resources equally. 

The Criteria of Exchangeability: Trading places 
would be okay. 

The Criteria of Common Benefit: The system is 
designed and intended to benefit all, not just humans but 
the environment and all other creatures as well. 

Such a proposal would be dismissed without 
a second thought as ‘idealistic’, ‘impractical’ and 
‘hopelessly naive’, but was any thought given to 
examining exactly WHY such a judgment was passed on 
this proposal? The usual answer would be that it would 
be a criminally expensive undertaking. That’s the game of 
many names talking—the same game that is inexorably 
leading us to the bleak scenario described earlier, if not 
worse. Expense and cost has too often been used as an 
argument not to undertake actions that benefit mankind. 
This argument has now become simply an excuse because 
what is more important, wealth or humanity? 

Robert Fritz, author of The Path of Least 
Resistance , prescribes defining and focusing on the 
reality that you want to manifest rather than focusing 
on the reality you want to escape from. Notice how most 
of the aspirations of the governments of the world have 
been described either in terms of abstract measures, far 


removed from the experience of the everyman on the 
street or in terms of reducing greenhouse gas emissions 
to an ‘acceptable’ level? None of the governments in the 
Copenhagen Climate Summit had the courage to describe 
a world where everyone has enough, where there the fear 
of devastating loss would no longer exist because trading 
situations with anyone else would be okay and, more 
importantly, where everyone—humans and non-humans 
and the environment—would benefit from the way 
civilization does business. Though this may be bitterly 
disappointing, this is not surprising as governments 
really exist to preserve the status quo instead of change 
it. That would be good, except that the current status 
quo is a car without brakes hurtling towards a cliff and 
the one at the wheel is looking into the rear view mirror 
instead of the road up ahead to read the warning signs. 

We, as a civilization, need to get off this ride. 

We, as a civilization, need to stop playing the game of 
many names. We need to revisit the visionaries of the 
past like Buckminster Fuller and critically review what the 
visionaries of the present offer, like the Venus Project of 
Jacque Fresco. More importantly, we need to review their 
proposals through the lens of what we want for ourselves 
and our descendants and our civilization, instead of the 
lens of how much it would cost. We need to let go of 
our obsession with money because it is preventing us 
from saving ourselves. Unless we change the way we do 
business, unless we realize and decide once and for all 
that humanity is more important than money, the bleak 
scenario described earlier will come to pass, except that 
there will be only one class in that society: the dead. 


□ 




“We are all equally responsible for 
the current state of our world. We 
each have created it, and we each 
have equal power to change it.” 
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THE GREAT 
FIREWALL 
OF CHINA 



he Great Wall of China, constructed between the 5th century BC and the 16th 
century, was made to protect and defend the Northern borders of the Chinese 
empire. An archaeological survey, using advanced technologies, concluded that the 
entire Great Wall (additions to the Wall were uncovered in just the last decade), with all of 
its branches, stretches 8,851.8 kilometers (or 5,500.3 miles) and is made up of trenches, 
hills and rivers that serve as a natural barricade. It is the only man-made structure that 
can be seen from outer space. 

A similar wall exists in China today, though instead of brick and stone, it is 
comprised of routers and firewalls placed at the strategic points of connection between 
the Chinese national intranet and the worldwide Internet. This is what is known as the 
Great Firewall of China, which is programmed to filter out any keywords or subject matter 
deemed undesirable by the Chinese government. Keywords that trip off the alarms of the 
Great Firewall include: democracy, Tibet, Dalai Lama, and any allusions to corruption in 
the Chinese government. Typing in any other similar keywords or URLs to restricted sites 
would result in an error message. 

Much like the more tangible predecessor it is named after, the Great Firewall 
of China exists to protect the harmony and stability of the state by prohibiting anything 
that would malign Chinese tradition or lead to the questioning of the Chinese Communist 
Party's (CCP) principles. 

Depending on who's doing the talking, this censorship policy has been called 
and labeled many things. To the government, it is safeguarding: a form of governmental 
supervision necessary to keep their more than one billion citizens from going wayward. To 
Reporters Without Borders, an organization that defends press freedom and the protection 
of journalists, it is oppression and the blatant curtailing of press freedom. To human rights 
groups like Human Rights Watch, it is a flagrant violation of everyone's right to freedom 
of speech. 

Ironically, Articles 33-56 of the Chinese Constitution claim to uphold the rights of 
free speech, assembly, and demonstration: the same civil mobilization acts that Internet 
censorship policies are trying to prevent. 


,U. 
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Internet nannies and government offices that 
make up the Cyber Police 

The Ministry of Industry and Information Technology 
(MlIT) is the government body that has ultimate responsibility over 
China's Internet expansion and regulation. The Ml IT controls the 
three gateways (located in Beijing, Shanghai, and Guangzhou) 
between the Chinese national intranet and the global Internet. 
Using these three gateways, the nine approved Internet Access 
Providers sell access to the Internet to the thousands of Internet 
service providers operating in Internet cafes and residences. The 
ISPs, in turn, sell this Internet access to individual end-users. 

However, the Ml IT only directly controls the physical 
infrastructure of China's World Wide Web access. The State 
Council Information Office and the Chinese Communist Party's 
Propaganda Department are left to decide what content should 
be allowed and what should be censored. 

There are also an estimated 30,000 individuals 
employed by the Chinese government that act as cyber nannies, 
who manually eyeball information and content. 

Kathleen Hartford, author of the book China's Search 
for Democracy: The Student and Mass Movement of 1 989, 
defines the goal of censorship as ''keeping the vast majority from 
politically sensitive areas, and preventing the non-conforming 
small minority from organizing enough to mount a challenge.'' 
Hartford says that the Chinese government tries to accomplish 
this by making unrestricted access to the Internet so inconvenient 
that demand is reduced "to the point of political insignificance." 
News websites must register with the government, and are strictly 
prohibited from "linking to foreign news websites or disseminating 
news from the foreign news media." The cost to start up a news 
site is estimated to be at least RMG 10,000,000 ($US 1.25 
million). 

While aspiring bloggers in other parts of the world simply 
have to create an account and choose from the many content 
management systems available like Wordpress and Blogger, 
in China owners of personal websites, bloggers, and bulletin 
board webmasters fall under the classification "Internet content 
providers" and must register with the government. 

Once granted, the government license to operate must 
be displayed on one's website. Command responsibility is strictly 
enforced, as site owners are held liable not only for the content 
created by their employees, but also for any content created by 
the site's visitors. As a preemptive measure that may also be 
seen as an act of self-censorship, bulletin board and blog hosting 
services in China create and maintain lists of forbidden words and 


phrases that cannot be posted or are flagged for manual review 
and removal. 

Internet cafe owners are required by law to "install 
tracking software, institute surveillance and monitoring measures, 
and report to relevant authorities if a user employs the Internet for 
illegal activities." 

Apart from this, technological control interventions 
include automatic redirection from a banned site to an approved 
site. A user's Internet access may be disabled for a short period 
of time after they request a banned page. There have also been 
reports of the government engaging in phishing or creating fake 
websites to attract, entrap and apprehend potential dissidents. 

Corporate censorship 

The private sector is not spared from censorship and 
must also abide by the laws of China if it wants to do business in a 
country with a population in the billions. 

Unlike individuals who are unilaterally on the receiving 
end of censorship, Internet service providers and search engine 
giants like Yahoo! and Google may find themselves on both 
sides of the fence. On one side, they censor their own content 
to comply with regulations, and on the other side, they act as 
accomplices tolerating the government-sanctioned suppression. 

Sina, Sohu, and Yahoo! are among the companies that 
were encouraged by and thus signed, the Public Pledge of Self- 
Discipline for the China Internet Industry. The pledge requires its 
signatories to "refrain from producing, posting or disseminating 
harmful information that may jeopardize state security and disrupt 
social stability, contravene laws and regulations and spread 
superstition and obscenity." 

A news release made shortly after the signing describes 
the policy as containing: "the basic principles of self-discipline 
for the Internet industry are patriotism, observance of the law, 
fairness and trustworthiness." 

However, an updated version of the pledge further 
encourages Internet companies "to register the real names, 
addresses and other personal details of the bloggers, and then 
keep this information, in addition to deleting any 'illegal or bad 
messages."' Yahoo! signed this pledge in 2002 and its later 
version in 2007. 

Companies who want a bite of out the lucrative 
Chinese market, which has an estimated 253 million Internet 
users, defend their conformity as a prudent business decision 
that one must make in order to remain competitive and to level 
the playing field with that of their local competition. 


The China Academic Network and the Institute of High Energy 

Press freedom, and human rights watchdog Physics are established as the first two information networks in China. 

Reporters Without Borders reports that there 
are 49 cyber-dissidents and 32 journalists 

in prison in China for Internet postings Reported number of Internet users in China is estimated at 2,000. 

criticizing Chinese authorities. 

This timeline shows the most high-profile . ^ . „ ... . .. ... , D - , 

4 Internet access is ottered in the larger municipalities of beijing and 

Cases of arrests, and documents the rise of Shanghai as well as the Guangdong, Lianing and Zhejiang provinces. 

both the Internet and its censorship in China. 
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News websites must register with the 
government, and are strictly prohibited from 
linking to foreign news websites or disseminating 
news from the foreign news media. 


Jack Krumholtz of Microsoft has been quoted as 
saying that "companies who try to take the moral high ground 
would be at a competitive disadvantage." 

Sergey Brin, co-founder of Google, does not consider 
censorship as much of a problem because "political searches 
are not that big a fraction of the searches coming out of 
China," failing to consider that political searches are illegal 
and thus may not turn up in Google keywords. Insights or 
Trends because people do not even try accessing information 
on politics. The search fraction would not be large at all in 
this context, because users wouldn't even be aware that they 
could search for topics along those lines (barring the actual 
censorship already in place). 

In fact, Google created Google.cn, a censored version 
of its core search engine, and created a list of what the site 
would block without direct orders from the Chinese government 
- which may be yet another reason why political searches don't 
rank very high in page views. 

Microsoft's MSN blogging service blocked the blog 
of journalist-blogger Zhao Jing (also known as Michael Anti) 
after he had spoken out against censorship policies in China. 
However, since MSN has no servers located in China, the blog 
was not only taken down in China, but in the rest of the world 
(including the U.S.), causing an outrage in the blogosphere. 
Microsoft defended its decision, saying that the blocking of 
the blog is in line with its policy of complying with "global and 
local laws, norms and industry practices." 

These instances have made many question the 
corporate ethics of these American companies and their stand 
on press freedom and freedom of speech. Many criticize their 
acquiescing to the Chinese government and their tolerance 
of the Chinese government's oppressive forms of censorship 
in order to do business and tap the massive Chinese Internet 
user base (China is the second largest Internet market after the 


United States). This tolerance compromises the principles of 
universal human rights as espoused in international laws. 

In fact, it may be recalled in the high-profile cases 
of several journalists were who jailed for posting content and 
information considered to be subversive, Yahoo! admitted to 
giving the Chinese government information that allowed the 
dissidents to be identified. This information would be later used 
to convict them as well. 

According to Human Rights Watch, Yahoo! is 
responsible for assisting in the conviction (some times referred 
to as "re-education") of at least four critics of the Chinese 
government. 

The Resistance Movement 

In extreme cases, even the corporate sector has 
stepped up to draw the line. 

Microsoft, for example, opposed the government's 
encryption software regulations. The Chinese government 
threatened to not allow Microsoft to sell Windows 2000 in 
China if it did not divulge its encryption codes. Microsoft didn't 
give in, and the government eventually relented. 

Wikipedia has refused to create a censored version 
of their site to conform to Chinese censorship regulations. As 
history shows, any society forced into silence and oppression 
will find its voice and use creative means to make that voice 
heard. And the media outlets similarly shackled, in this 
contemporary timeframe, find ways and means to bypass the 
blockade. 

The primary method of resistance to censorship 
has been the effort to avoid detection through the use of 
proxy servers or a server that allows the user to access other, 
potentially 'forbidden' websites indirectly, while the ISP only 
detects the user visiting the intermediary site. Safeweb has 


Government re-organization results in the merging of the Ministry 
of Posts and Telecommunications with the Ministry of Electronic 
Industry. The merger results in the creation of the Ministry of 
Industry and Information Technology (Ml IT). The Ml IT becomes 
the ultimate power behind national regulation of the Internet. 
•Wang Youcai, a physicist and leader of the 1989 pro-democracy 
demonstrations, is sentenced for 1 1 years in prison for "inciting to 
overthrow state power" by sending e-mail messages to dissidents 
in the U.S. Wang Youcai was also part of a peaceful opposition 
party called the China Democratic Party. 


Search engine giant Yahoo! introduces a Chinese language 
version of their site and opens an office in Beijing. This marks the 
first entry of an American Internet company on Chinese soil. 
•Software engineer Lin Hai is sentenced to two years in prison for 
providing 30,000 Chinese e-mail addresses to VIP Reference, a 
pro-democracy newsletter described by the Chinese government 
as a "hostile foreign publication." VIP Reference distributes 
reports about dissident activities and other human rights issues to 
more than 250,000 e-mail addresses in China. 

• Human Rights Watch-Asia calls on Microsoft, America Online and 
other computer and software companies to publicly condemn the 
sentence. 
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Wang Xiaoning, an engineer, posts electronic journals in a Yahoo 
group calling for democratic reform and an end to single-party 
rule. Wang Xiaoning is arrested for publishing controversial 
material online. 


Jiang Lijun, a freelance writer, is sentenced to imprisonment for 
four years, and deprivation of political rights for one year. 

• A draft email found on Jiang Lijun's Yahoo! account containing 
proposals for a more democratic China was the principal evidence 
against him. Writing this draft was considered by the Chinese 
government as proof of taking part in "subversive activities that 
aim to undermine the authority of the Communist Party." 


Wang Xiaoning is convicted of charges of "inciting the overthrow 
of the state" and sentenced to ten years in prison. 

• Li Zhi, a former civil servant, is sentenced to 8 years in prison 
for comments he posted online criticizing government officials for 
corruption. Li Zhi was also trying to join the China Democratic 
Party, which is a banned organization in communist China. It 
is alleged that part of the evidence against him (details of his 
e-mail account), was provided by the Hong Kong subsidiary of the 
Internet company Yahoo! and Sina Beijing to the authorities. 


Journalist, poet, and writer Shi Tao used his private e-mail 
account to send documents to the Asia Democracy Foundation. 
The documents contained Shi Tao's notes on the Chinese 
government's request to news media outfits not to report on the 
15th anniversary of the Tiananmen Square Protests of 1989, 
warning that it would de-stabilize the country. 

• The Chinese authorities confiscate Shi Tao's computer and 
documents without showing any proper permit or document. He is 
formally arrested on December 14. 

• In spite of the lockdown on politically tainted information, 
several sexually oriented blogs begin appearing. Women using 
the web aliases Muzi Mei and Zhuying Qingtong become minor 
celebrities because of their online diaries documenting their sex 
lives. 


April 27, 2005: Shi Tao is sentenced to 10 years in prison and 
two years' deprivation of political rights; an appeal filed in May by 
Shi's lawyer is rejected and the sentence is upheld. 

•Shi Tao is honored with an International Press Freedom Award 
for his courageous attempt to draw the world's attention to 
China's censorship of press freedom. His imprisonment prevented 
him from receiving the award. 

•September 2005: It is revealed that corporate Internet giant 
Yahoo! had assisted Chinese government authorities by supplying 
information used to convict Shi Tao. Yahoo! Holdings (Hong 


Kong), Ltd. furnished the police with Shi Tao's account holder 
information, leading to his IP address and facilitating his 
conviction. Shi had used a private Yahoo! e-mail account, 
under which he employed the alias "198964," to send his 
notes overseas. 

•The 2005 Annual World Press Freedom Index gives the 
People's Republic of China the rank of 159 out of 167 places. 


More than 100 Chinese Internet business players sign the 
Public Pledge on Self-Discipline for China Internet Industry. 
•Reporters Without Borders, which has been actively seeking 
Jiang Lijun's release, reveals that Yahoo! may have aided 
Chinese authorities in convicting Jiang Lijun by providing 
information about his email accounts on its servers in Hong 
Kong. 


Wang Xiaoning's wife Yu Ling sues Yahoo! under human 
rights laws in federal court in San Francisco, California, United 
States. Wang Xiaoning is named as a plaintiff in the Yahoo! 
suit. 


Liu Shaokun, a teacher in Sichuan province is sentenced to 
one year re-education through labor after he posted pictures of 
collapsed schools. The charge against him was for "inciting a 
disturbance." 

• International Olympic Committee inspectors insist that the 
Internet be made open for the duration of the 2008 Olympics, 
saying that censoring it would create a negative impression of 
the host country. 

• Wikipedia and other language versions of Wikipedia, except 
Chinese Wikipedia, are unblocked. However, sensitive topics 
such as "Dalai Lama" and "Falun Gong" are still blocked. 
Repeated clicks on taboo subject matter cause the user to be 
locked out. 

• iTunes is blocked after more than 40 athletes download a 
pro-Tibetan album from the service. 


Beijing court sentences leading free speech activist Liu Xiaobo 
to eleven years in prison on a charge of subverting state 
authority. Liu Xiaobo was helping to draft Charter 08, which 
calls for democratic reform. His sentence was announced on 
Christmas Day. 


In a bold move following an alleged cyber attack aimed at 
accessing the Gmail accounts of Chinese dissidents, Google 
annouces that it would no longer censor sensitive information 
on their search engine. Google acknowledged that this "may 
well mean the closure" of Google.cn and the Google office in 
China. 
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OUT OF SITE, OUT OF MIND 


• News agency websites: The M/am/ Herald, the Philadelphia 
Inquirer, the New York Times, the Washington Post, Time 
Magazine, the Economist, the Hong Kong Economic Journal, 
CNN, United Nations News (an independent news website 
not affiliated with the United Nations), and the Huffington 
Post. 

Selective censorship has also been observed in the case of 
BBC when it was reported that the BBC Sports Section could 
be accessed, but not the BBC News Section. 

• Information resource and online encyclopedia Wikipedia 
has also been banned, reportedly because it lists the number 
of casualties in the 1989 Tiananmen Square incident, citing 
Red Cross figures. 

• Non-governmental organizations: Amnesty International, 
Human Rights Watch, and Reporters without Borders. 

• Social networking sites: Facebook, Flickr, Blogspot, Plurk 
and Twitter. Youtube was reportedly blocked because it 
contained videos of the Tibetan Protest. 

• Technorati: an Internet search engine that lists and tracks 
the most popular and influential blogs. 

• Hotmail and Gmail have, on occasion, been restricted. 

The search engine, google.cn, which was created separately 
by Google and is self-censored, is not blocked. 


developed anti-blocking software called "Triangle Boy" that 
makes use of proxy servers, while other software such as 
Anonymizer, Tor, and Dynapass discovers new proxy servers 
that can be used after old proxies have been blocked. 

Adopt-a-blog, an on-line movement where people 
with servers can choose to host Chinese blogs so that they 
can go undetected, is also another form of resistance that has 
reached distant shores. 

But the resistance currently getting the most attention 
is one that takes on a benign form. The Grass-Mud Horse, a 
seemingly innocuous cartoon that carries a children's theme 
song, is fast becoming the icon of resistance to censorship. 

The Grass-Mud Horse, also known as an alpaca, 
was made popular on YouTube. Its story speaks of a mythical 
beast that battles the invading "river crabs" that are devouring 
the horses' grassland. "River crabs," when spoken aloud in 
Chinese, is a homophone of "harmony," which has become a 


BY THE NUMBERS: 

INTERNET USERS 

Compared to other Internet-heavy populations, 
China has far and away the largest lead. Simple 
economics of scale can readily make satisfying the 
Chinese government, a viable 
— if ethically questionable — choice for 
businesses. 


360,000,000 



synonym for censorship among the Internet users of China. 

Similarly, the term grass-mud-horse, when written 
in Chinese, is quite innocent. However, when spoken aloud, 
"grass-mud horse" sounds almost exactly like "fuck your 
mother." Thus, the cartoon simultaneously acts as an extended 
metaphor and, since it was able to squirm past all the software 
filters and firewalls, points out the fallibility of censorship and 
the seemingly comprehensive system it was built on. 

It would be ironic if it came to be that a simple 
cartoon of a lowly animal that resembles a rodent, made 
popular through guerilla marketing tactics, would emerge 
victorious in getting past the Great Chinese Firewall. 

□ 
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SINKORSWIM 

BY BLACK SARAH 

ILLUSTRATION BY DOMINIC CALALO 


H ow many people have to die before we say “enough?” Maybe we never will. And for as long as we 
condone this government that is so casually permeated with corruption, we will never free ourselves 
from these horrendous so-called “accidents”, How do we get answers when no one wants to take 
responsibility? MV PRINCESS OF THE STARS owner SULPICIO LINES released a Death Claim Form on 
their website, stating that they will pay P200,000.00 to victims and their families, regardless of the 
situation, if a victim was even identified or found. Still, despite the pathetic amount of money they offer to pay, SULPICIO 
LINES denies any connection to the tragedies whatsoever. When someone gives the go signal to set sail, after they clearly 
know the situation-factoring in weather, passenger capacity and cargo capacity-isn’t it automatic that they do take the 
blame, and full responsibility? 

How many people, bereft of their loved ones, continue to grieve over bodies that haven’t even been found? Worse, many 
will never even be retrieved. 

At first, it’s hard to associate politics and the government with these tragedies. But scratching the surface, corruption 
contaminates even the most marginalized sectors. SULPICIO LINES, far from being a small business, obviously succumbs 
to and condones payoffs and bribes. 

So how do we alleviate something so entrenched in this culture, and even in others around the world? Like an insidious 
disease that creeps into sleeping men, greed will be the number one cause of our demise.. 


THE FACTS 

June 20, 2008, MV Princess of the Stars left the port of 
Manila on its way to Cebu City. At 12:30 PST (Philippine 
standard time) midday on June 21, a distress signal was 
sent after the engines allegedly stalled in rough seas near 
Sibuyan Island. 

San Fernando Mayor Nanette Tansingco sent a speedboat 
and the men had confirmed that the ferry had a gaping 
hole in the hull, and the astern keel portion of the ship 
was partially submerged. Several bodies were reported 
to have been found nearby. Later it was revealed that 
the mistaken hole in the hull was actually the ship’s bow 
thruster. 

Three days after the tragedy, on June 23, only four bodies 
had been recovered by both the Philippine Coast Guard 
and the Philippine Navy. According to the Coast Guard, 
the ship’s manifest recorded 702 passengers including 
50 children in addition to the 100-strong crew. The civil 
defense office said the ferry carried only 626 passengers 
and 121 crewmembers. 


Three Navy vessels were dispatched to the area, but one 
had to abort its mission and lower its anchor due to “the 
gigantic waves, pounding rain, and gusty winds,” said 
Lieutenant Colonel Ldgard Arevalo, spokesman of the 
Philippine Navy. 

A rescue ship reached the MV Princess of the Stars 
more than 24 hours after it lost radio contact at 12:30 
PST (04:30 GMT) on Saturday. Philippine Coast Guard 
spokesman Lt. Senior Grade Arman Balilo, however, 
stated that: “They haven’t seen anyone. They’re scouring 
the area. They’re studying the direction of the waves to 
determine where survivors may have drifted.” 

Relatives and distraught loved ones were infuriated by to 
the slow process of retrieving bodies. 

Xinhua News Agency reported that 4 survivors witnessed 
“that the captain of the ship ordered the abandoning 
of the ship at noon Saturday, but many passengers 
did not even wear life vests when the ship capsized.” 
Four survivors told GMA News that “the ship did not 
malfunction, but only slowed down its speed as it 






encountered big waves off the coast of Romblon One 
witness allegedly saw many people jump ship, but “the 
waves were so big and the rains were so strong that few 
of them could have possibly survived. The crew were so 
busy saving themselves that they did not care to help 
the passengers onboard to wear safety vests. Some of 
the passengers passed out while children and the elderly 
failed to wear life vests because they could no longer 
move when the ship was turning upside down.” 

Tansingco confirmed that 4 aboard died and hundreds of 
passengers were still missing. Quite a number of people 
composed of the victim’s families and friends trooped 
to the offices of owner Sulpicio Lines in Cebu and Manila 
North Harbor. The victims’ families accused Sulpicio Lines 
and the Philippine Coast Guard of allowing the ship to 
set sail despite the obvious bad weather. They further 
blamed Sulpicio for not personally informing them about 
the tragedy, the details of the accident, and the condition 
of the ship plus its passengers. Sulpicio Lines’s counsel 
stated that “the ship never received advice from Coast 
Guard, while Metro Manila was still under public storm 
signal No. 1 when the ship left the port.” Furthermore, 

BBC quoted President Gloria Macapagal-Arroyo as saying, 
“Why did you allow it to sail and why was there no ample 
warning? I want answers.” 

Too many questions have gone unanswered. And too 
many bodies are left in the abyss. Days after the ship 
sank, less than half of the passengers were recovered. 
Even fewer survived. 

On June 27, rescue operations were halted due to 10 
tons of poisonous pesticide in the ship’s cargo hold. 
Divers and rescue volunteers were sent back to Manila for 
medical examinations. 

Because of this, search and rescue operations took even 
longer, further infuriating the already emotionally- 
unstable relatives of those passengers aboard. 

In the Board of Marines hearing, Sulpicio Lines blamed 
PAGASA for being incompetent in reporting the news 
about typhoon Frank. Of course, this move only angered 
the investigation board. 

i 

What gives someone the right to demand answers when 
they themselves^covered up the truth? As we delve deeper 
into this matter, isn’t it fair that as a nation we should be 
able to put our foot down and demand proper action with 
just punishment? The answers should be coming from 
Sulpicio Lines rather than from anyone else. 

A quote from Alan Moore states that: “The people 
shouldn’t fear their government. The government should 
fear the people”. In every sense of that statement, we 
have the power to stop this all from happening. But we 
don’t take action. Why? Simply because we are bullied 
into standing behind an imaginary line forced to keep our 
opinions and rights to ourselves. What good are our laws 
when the people in power would rather look away and 
side with the perpetrators? According to the Constitution, 
Article 3 Bill of Rights, Section 4, “No law shall be passed 
abridging the freedom of speech, of expression, or of the 
press, or the right of the people peaceably to assemble 



(U.S. Navy Photo) 


A figid-hull inflatable boat launched from Military Sealift 
Command Maritime Prepositioning Ship USNS GYSGT Fred 
W. Stockham joins in the search for survivors of the 
MV Princess of the Stars capsizing. 


and petition the government for redress of grievances.” 

So why haven’t we seen the product of these laws? What 
ever happened to the families left behind? Have they 
received the lump sum offered to supposedly pacify 
their grief? What happens after the money runs out? Why 
hasn’t anyone been prosecuted? There are a million more 
questions that we should raise. In doing so, we may at 
least make the results of the investigation as clear and 
concise as possible. This may be the only way to diminish 
the sorrow of those who lost their loved ones in this 
appalling catastrophe. 

So what comes to mind after everything has been said 
and even less has been done? To be quite honest, nothing 
will change after you read this. The poor will still be 
oppressed and the rich get even richer. These rich 
tycoons who have been thinking of nothing but profit 
should be the ones to face the music. The money that 
would act as reparation for what has transpired would 
merely add insult to injury if they will feign ignorance. 

A TIMELINE OF THE WORST NAVAL DISASTERS 
IN THE PHILIPPINES: 

The Philippines has had its share of maritime mishaps 
in the past and it happens quite frequently. This would 
make one wonder if traveling by sea is the best way for us 
Filipinos. But do we have a choice? Consideriing the low 
cost for transportation imposed by the different maritime 
firms here in the Philippines, plus the fact that our 
country is an archipelago, the average Filipino will still 
prefer to travel by sea. But what are these firms doing? 
Why do they still turn their heads when tragedy strikes? 
Even the small boats that we board if we’re en route to 
our favorite summer beaches should strictly implement 
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the simple but effective safety precautions. Why? It is 
because the lives of the paying public are in their hands. 
Let’s take a look at some of the notable naval disasters in 
the past 20 years. 


1998: MV Princess of the Orient, 
another Sulpicio Lines owned 
vessel, sank near Nasugbu en 
route to Cebu City. The ship still 
set sail after PAGASA already 
declared a typhoon signal in 
Metro Manila. 

2000: MV Our Lady of Mediatrix 
caught fire after two bombs 
hidden within the three buses 
on board exploded, killing about 
40 people. The government 
released a statement blaming 
the Moro Islamic Liberation 
Front for the disaster. This was 
during the period of the MILF’s 
struggle for a separate Islamic 
state in Mindanao. 

2002: MV Maria Carmela, a 
RORO passenger ferry, was 
engulfed in flames a mere hour 
away from its destination, 
Lucena City. 23 people were 
killed and 27 are still missing. 

2004: A WG&A super ferry 
sank near the coast of 
Corregidor Island. It was later 
linked to an anti-government, 
Muslim extremist group, Abu Sayyaf, in an attempt to 
destabilize the administration. This was heralded as 
one of Southeast Asia’s worst maritime disasters. 


1987: MV Doha Paz met its untimely demise after 
colliding with MT Vector, an oil tanker chartered by 
Caltex Philippines, taking with it at least 4,375 souls 
comprised of men, women and children. 


2007: MV Catalyn-D met its end off Paluan Bay in 
Mindoro Occidental. The ferry had P2 million worth of 
food and medicine that was supposed to be meant for the 
inhabitants of the region’s remote islands. This left the 
intended recipients of the goods in dire straits. 


1988: The MV Doha Paz’s sister vessel, MV Doha Marilyn, 
sank while venturing the Visayan sea when Typhoon 
Unsang struck the ferry. Approximately 389 people died 
in the disaster. 

1994: MV Cebu City, a ferry owned by Williams Lines 
Inc. (known for its merger with Aboitiz Inc.), collided 
with Singaporean freighter Kota Suria. The results of the 
investigation of the Philippine Coast Guard found the 
crew of the ferry was at fault in the catastrophe. It was 
determined that Kota Suria relayed to the doomed ferry’s 
crew that they should turn right to avoid impact. The 
crew mistakenly turned left and hit the freighter head on. 

1995: A ferry owned by Moreta Shipping Lines, MV 
Kimelody Cristy, was on its way to Mindoro when it 
caught fire and sank off Fortune Island in Nasugbu, 
Batangas. The investigation that was conducted showed 
that the ferry was not fit to sail at all. 17 died in the 
incident and 16 were missing. 


2008: MV Princess of the Stars, owned and operated by 
Sulpicio Lines; was on its way to Cebu City when huge 
waves brought on by Typhoon Frank weathered the 
ship’s mettle and eventually capsized her in the waters of 
Romblon province. 

There’s a famous line that goes “Learn from your 
mistakes” but we never seem to follow this adage. 

We have no control over the turbulence of Poseidon’s 
seas, but we have the intellect to make sound 
choices especially if the lives of innocent people 
are in jeopardy. The money that these firms give to 
the families of the victims when naval catastrophes 
happen will never be enough to even ease the anguish 
of losing their loved ones. The greed and thirst for 
money should stop for it will eventually lead to more 
lives lost at sea. 


1996: ML Gretchen capsized near the coast Negros 
Island killing 54. It was determined that the craft was 
overcrowded when it set sail. 
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he Bishop and his aide sat in the back of the 
car, looking across the street at a young man 
minding a shop. The shop’s sign announced 
that it repaired umbrellas and watches, 
duplicated keys, made stamp pads and 
bought used printer ink cartridges. 

“Are you sure that’s him?” the Bishop asked his aide. 

“Yes, Holiness,” the aide replied. 


The aide nodded, “But there are no longer any trains, 
Holiness. Only the city remains.” 

The Bishop shook off his fugue and smiled at his aide. 
“Yes, only Fortress Novaliches goes on.” 

Across the street the young man they were watching 
had just finished repairing a client’s watch. He seemed 
to do this with speed and effortless skill. “Only the holy 
Fortress. And the boy.” 



The Bishop cracked the window down an inch and sniffed 
the air. The scent of Sauyo, the goods and manufacturing 
center of the city, came in like a well-thrown haymaker. 

As the second biggest wet market besides the black 
market goods area that was the bayanan , organized chaos 
held sway here. There were tricycle drivers and hangers- 
on in their poseur rock clothing playing improvised golf 
with salvaged clubs and rubbish. Stray mongrels sniffed 
among the refuse. 

The Bishop filched inside his jeans and drew out his 
cellphone. In civilian clothing, out of his ceremonial 
robes, the Bishop looked like any one of the frail 
octogenarians selling fruit and vegetables on the 
sidewalk. To the aide he seemed much reduced in size. 

“You know, I grew up around this area,” the Bishop 
smile as he turned off his cellphone. The aide raised 
an eyebrow. “This was back when most of this was still 
grassland and trees. As I came back each year and the 
gangs took over and everything ran down to this decay we 
were forced to go. To avoid the violence and the drugs.” 

Nearing dusk, short-skirted salesladies were walking 
home from the gruel of work at the mall, joined by 
homely dressed girls with their mestiza legs gleaming. 
Bare-chested men with their swollen guts stared at these 
beauties. With no strength to lift, boys dragged half-filled 
sacks of rice along the street. 


“Yes, the boy,” the Bishop shuddered. “Do you have the 
key?” 

The aide opened a wooden box and held up an antique 
silver key, several inches long and a few wide, the kind 
that would open a sizeable padlock. It was undeniably 
ordinary and, with the slight bend and curve in the 
middle, it was undeniably broken. “Holiness, I fear to 
meet him. There is a strange dread in my gut, like the 
time I got off a jeepney and realized I had forgotten to 
pay for my fare.” 

“Confess that sin, child, when we get back to the church.” 
The Bishop opened the door, threw his cellphone on the 
seat and put a foot outside. “Yes, I feel that way as well. 
Come.” 

The young man was thin and, from the yellowed aspect in 
his complexion, slightly jaundiced. The Bishop placed his 
age at 14 or 15, but the mischief, sadness and keen edge 
in his eyes made him look older. His hair was cropped 
short and he had a tattoo of an ornate cross just below 
his throat, on the collarbone. He had just finished with a 
client. “What can I do for you, sir?” 

“You are Adam?” the aide asked. 

The young man squinted at them. “Yeah, what about it? 
How the fuck do you know my name?” 


“What became of your house, Holiness?” 

“Oh, we were forced to sell it. I suppose it is still in there 
somewhere. Lost in the labyrinth,” the Bishop waved 
vaguely at the mess of shanties and stalls. “Somewhere 
in the looban, claimed by the poverty, like a chapter I 
read in a book long ago. The graffiti artist known only 
by his tag Moonman 157 spray-painted a subway train to 
make a statement. Whenever he finished a train he liked 
to loiter the stations and look at how people reacted to 
his work when the boxes passed by, like an anonymous 
visitor come to his own faked death. You could even look 
at fragments from the inside - in such masterworks even 
windows are not spared, since you needed the whole 
outer casing for an overlay of textures. 'You have to 
claim their eyeballs and their sockets,’ was how he put 
it, I believe. That’s how the people here in Sauyo look, 
in the alternate dim and harsh light of the bulbs. They 
are luminescent with the reflection against fish scales 
and sheen of corrugated metal. They are awed at some 
invisible spectacle.” 


“Your friend at the Holy Cross cemetery referred you 
to us. We would like to have a key duplicated,” the aide 
said. The young man smiled, relieved, held out his hand 
for the key. The aide looked at the Bishop and the Bishop 
nodded. 

Examining the key, Adam shrugged and whistled. “Now 
that’s a broken key. Who twisted this thing? Well, you’ll 
have to come back for it. It’s not that rare but all these 
little details will probably take 15 minutes.” 

“We will wait,” the aide replied. 

Adam shrugged again and pulled out two plastic stools 
from inside the stall, gave it to the aide. They sat as 
Adam, the grit of his nails pouring out to his fingertips, 
first assessed the key, studying the make and groove, 
the thickness of the material - steel, pliable iron. This 
done, he revealed, magician-like, a plethora of keys 
dangling from one central ring and around it a dozen 
smaller rings from which subsets of keys also hung. 
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There were dozens from 
this array, and he matched 
the Bishop’s with a suitable 
one. 


“You have been hurt, you have suffered. 
Yet it is the fate of the meek, and of those 
who shall be first in this our darkest hour, 
for do not doubt that the termination of 

the world is at hand.” 

I 


here, right? More than 
just the key it’s your 
recruiting route. Thanks, 
but no thanks.” Adam 
took measurements from 
each of the key’s points, 
front to back. His hands 
were transfixed, precise and jolly, the antithesis of its 
callouses, cigarette burns and oil and dirt. 


j 


“Tell me, Adam,” the aide 
said, “Are you familiar with 
the Novaliches Catholic 
Bible?” 

Adam did not look up from his work. “Not really. Just 
some parts.” 

“What about the gospel of Zodiac Hidalgo? Are you 
familiar with that part?” 

“‘Eat the darkness, feed your mind.’ That’s all I 
remember.” 

“Ah, nothing of the other parts, I suppose.” 

Adam shook his head. “The nuns in high school taught 
some of her stuff but I only remember vaguely. That 
saint was crazy but they’re probably all mad, starving for 
God, getting crucified and all that. There’s something in 
it about the heart of the city, something very powerful 
locked in a vault nobody can open. And it’s got something 
about the end of the world in it.” 

Adam was honing the key with a whetting machine 
and the scrape of metal against metal buzzed from the 
back of the small shop. “Your ignorance of the faith 
is typical. Not quite, but accurate enough,” the aide 
said. “In verse 77, Zodiac the prophet writes:'Open the 
door to the house of the world, make new the broken 
key and seek ye the arsenal of night and day. Glory to 
those who would use the weapons of angels, for they 
shall keep evil from the walls, keep the shadow from 
invasion.’” 

The tattered sign near the top of the shop proclaimed 
in garish red: KEY DUPLICATE, REPAIR NG SAPATOS 
ATPAYONG, /STAMP-PADS. The details were lost in the 
weather-beaten aluminum roofing where the letters were 
painted, its face resting beside a metal post that pillared 
the side of a rice store, fronted by a bike shop. 

Adam was chuckling. The Bishop and the aide looked at 
each other. “Is something funny, young man?” asked the 
aide. 

From within the shop Adam had produced a file, a knife, 
a measuring clamp, a smaller version used in movies to 
measure the thickness of a person’s skull. “Oh, sorry. 

It’s just that you really can’t recruit me like you did my 
friend. He says a lot of you guys up at Holy Cross do 
rounds and try to get people into your sect.” 

’’What sect?” the aide said, crossing his arms. 

“You know, singing and dancing. Confessing sins out 
loud. Tambourines, guitars and shit. That’s why you’re 


“Young man, we are not from any sect — ” the aide began, 
then Adam cut him off. 

“Pardon me, guys, I may be slightly illiterate and just a 
street smith but I’m not stupid,” Adam gestured with his 
soot dirty hands as he spoke. “I know the demons and 
the devils are outside the walls of the Fortress and that 
some pretty nasty shit goes down every night and it’ll 
probably keep getting worse ‘cause it has been for the last 
ten years. For all I know the end of the world is truly well 
fucking nigh but I’d rather not spend the rest of my days 
singing and confessing like karaoke night to the fucked- 
up God who let all this happen.” 

Adam pointed down the street at the jumble of shops 
and vendors. “Just in case you didn’t notice, people 
down here don’t really give a shit because all we’re 
trying to do is get our kicks before the monsters beat 
down the door. And sure as hell they will ‘cause those 
doors aren’t going to hold forever, you know. Let the 
bishop and his holy idiots worry about the devils. Now 
if you’ll excuse me...” 

“Young man, it is illegal to blaspheme against the Bishop 
and...” but the aide stopped when the Bishop put a hand 
on his shoulder just as he was going to rise. 

Adam didn’t hear, turned away and began filing the 
new key to match the groove of the Bishop’s key. Once 
a groove was deep enough he stopped, measured again, 
cut a mark again, filed once more. The Bishop stroked his 
beard, the aide rolled his eyes. 

“Don’t worry, your key’s almost done. Oh and another 
thing,” Adam turned back, “Tell that hijo de puta who 
referred you to me to stop fucking my sister, cause I do 
know what they’re doing and as soon as I catch them I’m 
going to do a facelift on his pretty boy face so he’ll learn.” 

“Is that what your father told you?” asked the aide. 

“Yeah the next thing you’ll be telling me you know my 
shitty father too.” 

“Baldo is a brute, no doubt, but he has his own demons. 
Still, isn’t that what he tells you so you won’t fight back? 
‘You better learn you can’t fight me, boy’—that’s what he 
said.” 

Adam stopped from his labors and looked directly at the 
aide. His voice dropped. “Just how the fuck do you know 
that?” 
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The aide opened his mouth and a metallic, neutral 
voice issued from it as if announcing theater schedules. 
“October 12. Eleven PM. House of Baldo Cabal. An 
intoxicated Baldo Cabal begins attacking his wife, Marion 
Cabal, as son Adam Cabal tries to intervene.” 

Then came the verbatim sounds of a beating. The voices, 
thuds and crashes coming out of the aide’s mouth came 
as an assault. Still, Adam, remembered that night well, 
and that was one of the worst. 

Drunk as usual, his father had begun beating 
up his mother with a frying pan. The rice was 
overcooked, the drunk reasoned. With the pan he 
had hammered Mother’s head until she collapsed 
on the floor, broken to submission. Still, he kept at 
it. The indentation on the pan’s metal got deeper 
by increments as the blows got stronger. There was 
a dull clanging sound whenever it collided with 
her skull, again and again. Sara, his younger sister, 
cringed in the corner and held on to the baby. 

Adam went with his anger that time and waded into the 
fight, launching himself at the drunk. He was promptly 
flung back with the pan and he clattered breathless 
against a galvanized iron roof that was one of their 
house’s walls. He crawled from where he had landed, 
nose bleeding where a fist had connected instead of 
the pan. His cheek was wounded from where a sharp 
edge had cut. There was a lump on his forehead. He 
unfolded his pocketknife and crept forward with his 
forearms, a soldier under fire. The drunk stopped when 
Adam grabbed his ankle. 

Adam paused. Three inches of pocketknife seemed 
insufficient for the brute, as if he were a rat with a 
toothpick against an elephant. What was he going to do? 
Slice the drunk’s foot or stab his leg? Whatever. Just make 
him stop going after Mother. 


can’t fight me, boy,” The dented and unusable pan was 
discarded. And he commenced thrashing Adam with 
bare fists. The recording of the beating went on for 
another minute or so before it ended but Adam could 
not remember that. He had blacked out seconds ago. 
The aide closed his mouth. 

Adam took a step back, “Who the hell are you people?” 

The Bishop stood up. The aide looked around. Nobody 
had noticed. “Have you finished the key, Adam?” Perhaps 
because it was the first time the old man spoke that 
Adam turned his head to him, uncomprehending. “In a 
moment, my son, I will tell you who we are. But have you 
finished the key?” 

Adam looked down on the duplicate in his hand. 

“Almost,” he said. 

“Then please, by all means, child, kindly finish it. Do 
us this service and all shall be explained,” the Bishop’s 
outstretched hand was a plea. 

Adam shook his head, and grabbed a pick he used to 
thrust holes in leather. “No fucking way. I haven’t done 
nothing wrong, otherwise you should have charged me 
with something by now. You fuckers need to get outta my 
shop!” 

The aide had a gun to Adam’s head before he could 
raise the pick. “Please, finish the key. We shall pay you 
handsomely and explain why we are here.” 

At the sight of the gun, the vendors and shops next door 
flew into action. Someone screamed but in less than five 
minutes shutters had been closed and stalls had been 
packed up. Everyone else was either running or hiding. 
Adam dropped the pick but glared angrily at the Bishop, 
cursing under his breath. He nodded. 


The drunk’s arm was frozen on a downward blow, the 
frying pan glinting in the swinging light, the world in an 
aberrant diorama stasis. That close to the floor, Adam 
could see the drops of blood from Mother’s head wound. 
Some of them were smudged from the scuffle of feet and 
slippers, others untouched, bright red and beautifully 
stark against the mud, the spilled rice. 


Adam was grabbed by his 
shirtfront and lifted from 
the floor. The pocketknife 
fell. He was raised easily 
to the drunk’s face. From 
the corner of his eye he 
saw Mother, hair stuck to 
a bleeding face, using the 
last of her strength to crawl 
away. 


“You want some of this?” 
The drunk asked, seething. 
“You better learn you 



The Bishop spoke and it seemed to calm down Adam. 
“A man kneels in the confessional and pours out his 
sins, then gets up and does his penance. He travels to 
the next church and again goes inside the confessional 
and repeats his sins. The man calls this a penance 
circuit. To the man this activity itself seems like a 
sin but it is such an addiction to tell your secret to 

strangers, again and again. 
Such a relief to begin anew 
with each telling.” 

Adam went back to work. 
Now his face swam with 
tears, though. Something 
terrible was at hand, he 
was sure. At intervals 
Adam would hold them 
to the light, the Bishop’s 
key and the new key, as 
the afternoon sun mixed 
with the flash of vehicle 
chrome. 
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The Bishop continued: 

“I was that man, Adam. 

Before the Angel of the 
Lord told me that I was 
to be a priest I tried to 
rid myself of all my sins 
and that seemed the best 
way to expunge them. The repetition felt freeing. This” 
the Bishop pointed at his companion “is my aide and 
assistant, the cybernetic man known as Gregorio. He 
has had you and a number of other keysmiths under 
wired surveillance for several months now.” 

Something jumped from within the new key, nicked 
and filed, held up with the broken, old one: a strange 
clone. One incomplete and waiting to be born, the other 
marvelling at the ease of its replication, its betterment. 
Adam wiped away the tears so he could see. “I’m no 
goddamned messiah,” he seethed. 

“You have been hurt, you have suffered. Yet it is the fate 
of the meek, and of those who shall be first in this our 
darkest hour, for do not doubt that the termination of 
the world is at hand,” the Bishop shook his head. ‘Why 
not you, Adam? Perhaps this is your fortune. Perhaps you 
shall be first now. Will you let the world fall because you 
would shirk your function?” 

Adam shook in fury and banged the table, his tools 
jumping at the impact. Gregorio stood again and aimed 
the gun at his head. The Bishop waved his hand and 
Gregorio stood down. 

“I am the Bishop Eleazar Ambrogino of the holy city and 
fortress of Novaliches. Last refuge of our people against 
the demonic onslaught, sanctuary of the faithful in the 
end of days, keeper of the angelic armory. And I have 
searched for the one who shall open the house of the 
world, all my life.” 

“You know of the locked door at the heart of this city,” 
the aide explained. “A door no one can open. Inside it are 
the weapons to fight the darkness outside our walls. You 
have heard their monstrous voices, you have seen the 
dead who bear their teeth and claws. We have long sought 
the opener of the way; sought him among warriors and 
priests, among merchants and artists. We should have 
known it would be a keysmith. Praised be the wisdom of 
Zodiac the Prophet.” 

How easyly it was copied. Echoes of the metal fell naked 
on the street. The call of stuff once forged into swords, 
flaring up, now jestered at with the dozens locked on the 
keysmith’s huge, ringed collection. Satisfied, Adam laid 
it once more on the soft, rubber bed and applied the last 
touches. 

Gregorio intoned, “Thou shalt walk in the countenance of 
the Lord only by the grace of His chosen - he who holds 
all keys, opens all doors and repairs the seconds of men’s 
souls.” 


Bishop Ambrogino 
motioned to Adam. “Now, 
please give me the key, 
Adam.” The aide brought 
out a small, rectangular 
wooden box. He pressed 
something on its side and 
the box unfolded by itself 
until it was revealed to be a panel of wood with an 
impression of a lock on one side, just like a huge door 
would have, except that the keyhole on this one was 
small, almost the size of an ordinary padlock’s. 

The aide continued to chant: “And warriors shall arm 
themselves in His name. How great is His stratagem, for 
by it shall Satan be thrown from the ramparts of the 
holy city.” 

“We found the key but it was broken. No machine has 
accomplished its cloning; many keysmiths have tried with 
their technology and ritual. We made an exact replica of 
the door’s lock. It’s right there,” he pointed at the wooden 
panel. “You have made the duplicate with no magic other 
than your hands,” the Bishop insisted. 

The aide must have alerted the entourage of police and 
priests because cars were pulling up, barricades were 
being erected, the street was being sealed off. And Adam 
hesitated. 

Adam regarded the Bishop’s open hand as Gregorio’s 
chant went on: “Though the darkness comes you shall 
not succumb. Though evil knocks at your door you 
shall not yield, for his light endures until the end of all 
things.” 

Impatient, the Bishop jumped for the key and there 
was a momentary, clumsy tug of war as he and Adam 
fought for it, the climax of his life’s work lending the old 
man strength. Gregorio again brought out the gun but 
Adam did not relent. He had to reach over the shop’s 
countertop to hit Adam on the head. 

Adam was only stunned but it was enough to make him 
sit down and watch in horror as the Bishop pulled the 
wooden panel close to him. Adam pushed away Gregorio 
and cried out “No!” The Bishop stopped. “Let me do it, 
please,” he said. 

The Bishop nodded, Gregorio stepped away. Adam rubbed 
his head then took the wooden panel and inserted the 
duplicate into it. 

The hush of the crowd behind the barricades was a 
prayer’s interlude. Adam turned the key. The lock 
opened. The wooded panel parted and broke in two, 
mimicking the opening of a door. Gregorio collapsed to 
his knees. The crowd followed suit. The Bishop knelt and 
bowed, “My Lord.” 


“We found the key but it was broken. No 
machine has accomplished its cloning, 
many keysmiths have tried with their 
technology and ritual. We made an exact 
replica of the door’s lock. It’s right there.” 
I______ . ■ . I 


o 





“Haven’t you ever heard of a double wedding?” 
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' W e at PLAYBOY have been lucky to have so many 

beautiful women asking to be on our pages. Each Playmate is truly special 
and unique. But few Playmates are as diverse in their backgrounds and 
interests as March 2010 Playmate Tanja Winheim. 

Half-German, half-Filipina, Tanja was born at and grew up in Offenbach am 
Main, Germany. Until she moved here at age 19, she had only been to the 
Philippines once or twice. She speaks fluent German, good English, and, to 
the surprise of people who meet her for the first time, good Tagalog! "I didn't 
learn Tagalog in Germany, because my mother spoke to me in German, 
too. But I learned Tagalog when I studied here in the Philippines in Grade 
5, because we had plans to move to the Philippines. I learned Tagalog in 
about three months by watching Filipino TV, especially movies." Some people 
certainly have many gifts, and language is one of Tanja's. 

She finds it very funny that people are so enchanted by her exotic looks. 
"People recognize me immediately, because I look different, not like a typical 
Filipino. It's so cute that they are amazed at me, even if they don't know me 
personally. And they always think that I don't know how to speak Tagalog! 

They try so hard to communicate with me in English, and are really relieved 
when I tell them that they can also speak to me in Tagalog." 

So: beauty, language and humor. All check. Most men would be happy with 
all of that, but Tanja has more to offer. "My hobbies are basketball, swimming 
and winter skiing. But I also like dancing and singing. Reading is very 
relaxing." Having grown up in Europe, camping is among her favorite summer 
activities, right next to swimming at her favorite Bicol beaches, and family 
barbecues. 

Did we mention she likes to eat? It seems to be a trend: all our Playmates love 
food! "I love vegetables. For me it's just part of a healthy diet. I also like Italian 
food, like pasta, pizza, and fast food, like french fries and burgers. Of course, I 
love German food! Their sausages with bread are delicious. And Filipino food 
too, especially typical lutong bahay." 

But can she cook? "I cannot cook that well. I can only make pasta. But I'm 
trying hard to learn!" Well, it turns out there is something Tanja can't do. Still, 
that doesn't stop us from falling in love with her. Lucky the man who holds her 
heart! What sort of man does it take to win Tanja over, anyway? 

"It takes more than physical appearance. A very important thing for me is 
intelligence. And of course, his behavior. We should have respect for each 
other and towards others, especially family." Not a tall order for PLAYBOY 
readers, if only Tanja were single and available. 

In the meantime, we'll just have to content ourselves with these photos. Thank 
the heavens Tanja decided to move out of Germany and share the gift of her 
beauty with her kabayans. Gentlemen, for your viewing pleasure: the beautiful, 
gifted Tanja Winheim. 
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hat 's the difference between Tiger 
Woods's golf ball and his SUV? He can 
drive his golf ball 300 yards without 
hitting a tree. 


\Jr\ the subject of professional golfers 
having extramarital affairs, it appears 
as though 18 holes just aren't enough. 

Who, 's the difference between Tiger 
Woods and Santa Claus? 

Santa stops after his third ho. 


Surprise sex is the best thing to wake up to, 
unless you're in prison. 


examination," the young woman said to the doctor. "All right," 
the doctor said. "Go behind the curtain and disrobe." No, my 
grandmother is the one who is sick," said the girl. "Very well," 
the doctor said. "Madam, stick out your tongue." 


H c 



i ow does a redneck tenderize meat? He puts his vehicle in 
reverse. 


I he owner of a small farm was being investigated for 
allegedly not paying his workers proper wages. "I need a list 
of your employees and how much you pay them," demanded 
the interviewing agent. "Well," replied the farmer, "there's my 
farmhand, who has been with me for three years. I pay him 
$200 a week plus free room and board. The cook has been 
here for 18 months, and I pay her $150 a week plus 
free room and board. Then there's the half-wit who 
works about 18 hours every day and does 90 percent 
of all the work around here. He makes $10 a week and 
pays his own room and board, and I buy him a bottle of 
bourbon every Saturday night. He also sleeps with my 
wife occasionally." "That's the guy I want to talk to, the 
half-wit," said the agent. The farmer replied, "That would 
be me." 


H< 


hat is the punishment for bigamy? Two mothers-in-law. 

hat did the sadist do to the masochist? Nothing. 

^)ne day a man came home from work, saw his wife 
bending down to clean under the sofa and started making 
love to her from behind. After he finished, he gave her 
a hard smack on the ass. "What was that for?" his wife 
demanded. The husband replied, "That's for not checking to see 
who it was." 


I ooters' new review process for prospective waitresses: Each 
applicant is handed a bra and told, "Here, fill this out." 


If size really doesn't matter, then why don't they sell three-inch 
dildos? 

77 I 

I was home last night by a quarter of 12," the husband told 
to his irate wife. "You're a liar!" she cried. "I heard you come in 
when the clock struck three." The husband shrugged and said, 
"Isn't three a quarter of 12?" 

guy ask his new college roommate, "Can I have 20 bucks for 
a blow job?" "I don't know," the roommate answered. "Are you 
any good?" 

Wh» do bagpipers walk as they play? To get away from the 
sound. 

attractive young woman and her grandmother walked 
into a general practitioner's office. "We've come for an 
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The PLAYBOY Interview 


WOODY HARRELSON 

BY DAVID HOCHMAN 

A candid conversation with the free-spirited actor about the good life in Hawaii, 
fighting sexual temptations and why he’s not the poster boy for pot (as he smokes a joint). 


W ho would have predicted that Woody Harrelson would emerge 
as the biggest personality to come out of Cheers ? Yes, Kelsey 
Grammer is probably richer from Frasier, Ted Danson hangs 
with Hillary Clinton, and Kirstie Alley has graced more tabloid covers. But 
nobody from that classic sitcom, which wrapped in 1993 after 11 years on 
NBC, has tackled challenging movie roles or lived a free-spirited existence 
the way Harrelson has. 

Fit as a Texas fiddle at the age of 48, the actor, whose movies include 
Natural Born Killers, The People vs. Larry Flynt and No Country for Old 
Men, is married with three kids, but that makes him sound conventional. 

He lives with his family on Maui, where he owns a scrappy up-country 
farmhouse that runs on solar power. Renowned for backing patchouli- 
scented causes like veganism, biodiesel technology and world peace, he’s 
also an outspoken advocate of a popular Maui plant called cannabis, for 
reasons both practical (see his extensive wardrobe of hemp clothing) and 
recreational (in 1996 he was arrested for marijuana possession). 

Harrelson ended a five-year work hiatus around 2001 and picked 
up with the same gusto he gives his hard-core yoga practice. He had 
five new films, most notably The Messenger, in which he plays a soldier 
charged with notifying Army families about casualties of war, and 2012, 
a Roland Emmerich sci-fi disaster flick about the end of the planet. 


Woodrow Tracy Harrelson was born in Midland, Texas in 1961 but 
grew up in Lebanon, Ohio after his parents divorced. His mother, Diane, 
was a devout Presbyterian who taught young Woody to fear God and 
preach the Word. His father, Charles, was a professional gambler who spent 
most of his adult life in jail. In 1982 he was sentenced to two life terms in 
federal prison for his role in the assassination of U.S. District Judge John 
H. Wood Jr. The actor lobbied for years to have his father’s case retried, 
claiming that his dad did not commit the murder, but Charles died in the 
Colorado Supermax prison in 2007 at the age of 69. 

Harrelson began acting onstage, serving as an understudy in 1985 in 
Broadway’s Biloxi Blues, only to end up marrying (briefly) the playwright 
Neil Simon’s daughter. That same year he landed the role of the dopey but 
lovable bartender Woody Boyd on Cheers, a show that earned Harrelson 
international fame and big-screen parts in such films as White Men Cant 
Jump and The Thin Red Line. With success came a reputation as a wild 
and crazy partyer with a hot temper. In 2002 Harrelson was arrested for 
vandalizing a London taxi, and this past April he got into a brawl with 
a TMZ paparazzo, later explaining he mistook the photographer for a 
zombie. 

PLAYBOY dispatched Contributing Editor David Hochman to 
Hawaii for a meeting of the minds. Says Hochman, whose last interview 
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was with Shia LaBeouf, “This was an old-fashioned interview of the 
Almost Famous variety. Woody opened his world—and his mind—for 
days of uninhibited conversation and fun. We swam together, played 


Ping-Pong, ate raw foods, hung with the family, drove around in his 
biodiesel VW Bug and spent time with his island pal Willie Nelson. And 
yes, there was quite a bit of inhaling.” 


PLAYBOY: It’s unusual for a celebrity to 
smoke marijuana during an interview. Are 
you trying to make a statement of some 
kind? 

HARRELSON: Not especially. I don’t 
know that it’s a helpful thing as an actor 
to be the poster boy for the marijuana 
movement. Certainly the media uses it a 
lot to marginalize. It also does a disservice 
to those who are actually on the front 
lines for the legalization cause. I’ve seen 
it printed that I’m a marijuana activist, 
and I understand that, but it’s really just 
something I enjoy. 

PLAYBOY: What do you like about it? 
HARRELSON: Oh you know, some folks 
may have a drink. I think it’s okay to have 
your alternatives. People may want to pop 
a pill before going to a party—that’s not 
for me. Cocaine freaks me out. That’s a 
drug with some crazy PR behind it. I don’t 
know how it became so popular. It just 
makes you rant and rave. But I like the 
mellow vibe of herb, its uninhibiting effect. 
For me, it’s a better drug than any of the 
others, and since we’re all drug addicts, I 
don’t think it’s a bad choice. 

PLAYBOY: We’re all drug addicts? 
HARRELSON: I believe that, yes. Whether 
your drug is sugar, coffee, sex, exercise 
or religion—everybody has something. 
The biggest drug problem we face is 
pharmaceuticals—prescription pills for 
everything. It’s weird how fast you can 
get a bottle of pills these days. “Doctor, 
I’m depressed.” “Doctor, my kid can’t 
concentrate.” In many schools if a kid is 
unruly a couple days in a row, the teachers 
can demand that parents put him on 
prescription drugs. Man, that pisses me 
off! Same with antidepressants. You lose 
your mind on that stuff. You lose touch 
with who you are, with your emotional 
state. I was two years on Ritalin; my 
brother was eight years on it. If you didn’t 
have a drug addict before, you had one 
after. You have someone who’s forever 
chasing the dream. 

PLAYBOY: Looking at your life in Maui, one 
would think you’ve found the dream. 
HARRELSON: I do love Maui, that’s for 
sure. I was determined that once Cheers 
was off the air and it wasn’t a matter of 
necessity, I would move out of L.A. and 
find the spot. I mean, we went everywhere. 
We lived awhile in Costa Rica until I 
realized some things in the jungle—snakes 
and frogs—can kill a child. Then we went 
to New Zealand, Australia, Ireland. But 
after Willie Nelson, who has a house here, 
introduced me to the wonders of Maui, 
I’ve been here ever since. 

PLAYBOY: Describe a typical day in 
paradise. 


HARRELSON: No two days are ever alike. 
Some mornings I’ll get up, do yoga, go for 
a swim, go out to the garden. We grow all 
kinds of fruits and vegetables, so we’re 
mostly eating off our own land. Lately I’ve 
been doing a ton of kite-boarding. Other 
days I’ll take the girls [Harrelson and wife 
Laura Louie, his former assistant, have 
three daughters—Deni, 16, Zoe, 13, and 
Makani, three] and go find a waterfall. I 
like to relax and do nothing. An excellent 
day is when I get to pet the dog for half an 
hour without interruption. Oh and lots of 
time with friends and lots of movies. We 
don’t have a TV, but we have one of those 
cheap projectors, and we put a sheet up 
on the wall. It’s like you’re in your own 
theater. I never could get my head around 
living in Los Angeles, and Maui is like a 
reality check for me. People have a false 
image of the Hollywood lifestyle, and 
I definitely fell for it. It’s the image of 
a crazy, fun, money-and-sex-saturated 
existence you think will somehow bring 
happiness, but that’s not the case. 
PLAYBOY: So you mean to say that money 
can’t buy happiness? 

HARRELSON: Listen, I have a photo from 
when I first moved to Los Angeles. I guess 
it was when I started doing Cheers. I had 
just turned 24 and was living in corporate 
housing in the San Fernando Valley 
because it was close to Warner Bros. My 
brother took a picture of me in a Jacuzzi, 
holding a bottle of champagne and a joint, 
and I think there was a bunch of money 
lying around. All this materialistic imagery 
because that’s what we thought life was 
about—drugs, money, sex. Soon enough I 
was living that life for real. A mobile party, 
a whirlwind. Chasing girls, limos, groupies. 
My buddy Michael J. Fox used to call it 
the circus, and that’s what it was, but I 
think I needed to experience that extreme 
hedonism to show me the truth. Like the 
quote goes, the road of excess leads to the 
palace of wisdom. 

PLAYBOY: Any regrets? 

HARRELSON: I don’t have any regrets, no. 
Well, fuck, I have tons of regrets, but I was 
a kid. I was an adult, but I was still a kid. 
When you’re famous you can remain a kid 
for as long as you want. Everybody’s giving 
you what you want all the time, everywhere 
you go. Why say no? It’s the sugar wheel. 
You just want more and more because it 
tastes good, it looks good, it feels fucking 
unbelievable. John Lennon once summed it 
up in a word: Satyricon. 

PLAYBOY: And the problem would be? 
HARRELSON: [Laughs] No problem. Hey, I 
did have a frickin’ ball! Loved it! Had some 
fan-fucking-tastic unbelievable times that 
any young man would trade his life for. 


You honestly wouldn’t believe it if I told 
you. But I feel I wasted something. I mean... 
you take those hours—not to mention 
the money—I spent and apply it toward 
something meaningful. Christ, I could’ve 
learned 12 languages! I could’ve learned 
several martial arts. I mean mastered. I 
could’ve become an engineer and still had 
time to study acupuncture and the guitar, 
the flute and the ukulele. I had a good 
fucking time, but did it help me or anyone 
around me? 

PLAYBOY: Just for oral history purposes, 
please share one standout moment from 
those circus days. What’s one of the wilder 
scenes that springs to mind? 

HARRELSON: Well, I don’t know. It was 
a long time ago, and I’m a father now. 
This will be on the public record, and my 
kids might read this someday. Put a little 
bookmark on that topic, and come back to 
it later. 

PLAYBOY: Fair enough. Let’s talk about 
The Messenger. People are saying great 
things about that movie. 

HARRELSON: I think I may be prouder of 
that one than anything I’ve been associated 
with. The main character is a guy just back 
from Iraq who gets put together with my 
character in what they call the Angels of 
Death squadron. We’re the guys who notify 
the next of kin if someone dies. Toughest 
job in the Army. What’s so heartbreaking 
is the emotional toll this task takes on 
the officers. Usually you think about the 
families, but this is the untold story of 
these casualty-notification officers. It’s a 
very touching and powerful project, and 
what’s interesting is that it’s a war movie 
completely set in America. 

PLAYBOY: How are you feeling generally 
about America these days? 

HARRELSON: [Sighs and laughs] Yeah, 
America the beautiful. I would compare 
America right now to that person who says, 
“Oh yeah, I’m definitely going to change! 
I’m going to start exercising. Gonna do 
heavy shakes in the morning and then 
I’ll jump on the trampoline and meditate 
afterward.” You know? There’s a great 
level of awareness now that change needs 
to happen fast, but we need to see actual 
change. It’s nice to have one of our own in 
the White House—a Hawaiian, I mean—and 
also a man of integrity. But to be a truly 
great president, he needs to implement 
real fixes in Iraq, in Afghanistan, at 
Guantanamo, on the economy. My feeling 
is there’s never been a president who didn’t 
bend to the will of corporate America. Our 
society is built on all these industries that 
are raping Mother Earth daily. They’ve 
been getting huge subsidies—billions and 
billions of dollars every year—to continue 
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these atrocities. Can Obama be the first to 
stand up to them? We’ll see. I’d like to see 
it happen. 

PLAYBOY: Have you and President Obama 
compared Hawaii notes? 

H ARRELSON : Just before he was president, 
I met him on Oahu. He caught me off 
guard because he said, “You just come 
over from Maui?” It put me on my heels. I 
said, “How did you...,” and he goes, “Well, 
I met Willie Nelson once, and he invited 
me onto his bus, and it was reeking at 
the time, if you know what I mean.” He 
was so funny about it. I started laughing. 
“Anyway, Willie told me, ‘If you ever come 
to Maui, let’s go golfing with my buddy 
Woody.’” He remembered that. I said, 
“Well, you really should, man.” And he 
laughed and said, “Oh, I think that might 
get me in trouble.” [laughs] He’s a genuine 
guy, Obama. At least I hope he is. What we 
need in our society is a radical change. We 
have to get off the dinosaur tit. 

PLAYBOY: Interesting choice of words. 

HARRELSON: We have to change our 
antiquated mind-set as a society. To 
me the most egregious of all man’s 
activities, after these stupid fucking oil 
wars, is mountaintop removal. Talk about 
corporate greed! Mining companies used 
to drill to find a vein and then extract. 
Now? They freaking blow the top off the 
mountain! The biggest machines you’ve 
ever seen then come along, dig up the 
earth and pull it out. Glorious mountains 
go from this [makes the sign of a mountain 
peak] to that, [makes the sign of flat land] 
And everything around—the streams, the 
soil—gets loaded with all kinds of toxic 
chemicals and metals and nasty shit. This 
is particularly in Appalachia. Hundreds 
of mountains have been removed, and 
thousands of small communities are 
affected. It’s an atrocity, and nobody’s 
doing anything about it. Bobby Kennedy Jr. 
and I are working on a film about it now. 
PLAYBOY: You talk a lot about corporate 
greed, but do you ever feel a conflict 
working for giant corporations as an 
actor? Your other big new movie, 2012, is a 
gargantuan Sony product. 

HARRELSON: Yeah, there’s definitely a 
conflict, though I don’t look at Sony as a 
terrible corporation the way, for example, 
Fox is. Fox is bad news. I do not like Rupert 
Murdoch. He’s like Goebbels, Hitler’s 
propaganda guy. Murdoch is waving the 
flag not because he gives a shit about it but 
because he just wants to make money. It 
seems to be tried and true for him, though 
now I guess his empire’s taken a bit of a 
hit. But you’re right. I have to figure out 
how to balance all that. I try, though. I 
see people do commercials I think are 
absolutely immoral. I mean, an athlete 
doing a McDonald’s commercial? Come on! 
You’re going to pretend this is good solid 
fuel here? I know it’s hard. I want to walk 
my talk as much as possible, but I confess 
to being a hypocrite in a number of ways. 


PLAYBOY: If you met the man you are now 
when you were a teenager, what would you 
think of yourself? 

HARRELSON: Whoa, heavy, [laughs] It’s 
interesting. I definitely would have thought 
I’m a sinner and I probably am not going 
to heaven, [laughs] I was so religious in a 
really judgmental way. The Church was 
everything to me growing up. 

PLAYBOY: You were a true believer. 

HARRELSON: The truest. You gotta be. 
Religion was drilled into my head for so 
long. I can remember being around 20 years 
old, working construction in Urbana, Ohio 
at the time, and I asked my aunt if I could 
go and stay with these girls I knew. She 
said, “Well, just make sure to talk to them 
about the Lord and don’t spend the night 


with them.” And I said, “Oh absolutely.” 
Probably in the back of my mind—or in 
the front—I’m thinking, I definitely want to 
hang out with these girls all night. 
PLAYBOY: Did they break you down? 
HARRELSON: No, I went over and started 
preaching to them, [laughs] They just 
wanted me to let it go. I can remember 
them shaking their heads like / was the lost 
soul, and of course I was. Back then I had 
massive guilt about every part of sex—lust, 
masturbation, all of it. It’s like Larry Flynt 
says, the Church gets its hand on your 
sexual apparatus and the next thing you 
know they’re in control. It’s all a quest to 
make us feel guilty about what can be the 
greatest thing. It’s a shame so many people 
grow up with that kind of guilt. 


“Marriage and monogamy are 
kind of interesting. If you look at 
animals, some mate for life and 
some don’t. Dogs and dolphins 
don’t seem to think much about 
monogamy, and I’ve always 
tended to side with them.” 
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PLAYBOY: How did you get past it? 
HARRELSON: Who said I got past it? 
[laughs] “Honey, let’s turn off the lights. I 
don’t want to see your body naked.” Can 
you imagine? I did turn a corner, though 
I might have been a good minister had I 
stayed at it. I was getting into theology and 
studying the roots of the Bible, but then I 
started to discover the man-made nature 
of it. I started seeing things that made me 
ask, “Is God really speaking through this 
instrument?” 

PLAYBOY: Versus someone making it all 
up? 

HARRELSON: Yeah, and making it up for 
the worst reasons—so that wives would 
be more devoted to their husbands, things 
like that. My eyes opened to the reality of 
the Bible being just a document to control 
people. At the time I was a real mama’s boy 
and deeply mesmerized by the Church. I 
didn’t smoke or drink or anything. 
PLAYBOY: And a virgin, of course. 
HARRELSON: I didn’t say I was without 
sin. [laughs] I lost my virginity when I was 
17. I’d been exchanging letters with a girl 
at a church camp in Ohio and somehow 
concluded she was the one willing female 
soul on planet Earth, so I drove out to see 
her in a purple Gremlin. I kid you not. We 
took a walk to find a secluded place and 
ended up in a hayloft. Neither of us knew 
what we were doing, but we went at it 
feverishly—until her parents showed up, 
with doors opening, bright lights, them 
screaming, me stuffing my underwear and 
her bra down the back of my pants. “We 
weren’t doing nothing,” she told her dad. 
“Oh, yeah? Then why is your shirt on inside 
out?” A couple of years later I started 
distancing myself from all that religion- 
based morality, and my eyes opened to a 
superhighway of possibilities. At the age of 
21 or 22 it hit me that I didn’t need to be 
guided by these rigid morals. The timing 
couldn’t have been better. 

PLAYBOY: Cheers. 

HARRELSON: Thank you. 

PLAYBOY: No, we mean that’s just before 
Cheers started. But how did you go from 
Jesus camp to Hollywood? 

HARRELSON: I did a play at church when 
I was a junior in high school. I played a 
drunk in a Nativity scene. Great fun. Then 
I did more in college and was awestruck 
by how a little change in your voice or 
demeanor onstage could get a massive 
reaction from an audience. It was thrilling 
enough to get me to move to New York to 
really make a go of it. But things didn’t go 
as well as I’d hoped. I had 17 jobs my first 
year and couldn’t get an agent or acting 
work. Severe depression sank in, and I 
slept all day. One afternoon a roommate of 
mine burst in and said, “Get the fuck out 
of bed. Some agent is on the phone.” The 
agent told me, “I saw something in your 
face. Will you come in and meet with me?” 
She ended up being my agent for years 
and was the one who got me the Cheers 


audition, not that I knew it was an audition 
at the moment. The day I had my meeting 
with the producers was before I learned I 
should give up dairy. I’m lactose intolerant, 
you see, and I was very mucousy that day. 
At the audition I was brought through 
a series of doors until I got to the room 
where all the decision makers were. I didn’t 
know who they were, so I just stood there 
blowing my nose. The whole place starts 
laughing, and I start laughing too, but that 
only makes me have to blow my nose even 
more. I had no idea the director, Jimmy 
Burrows, and the other producers were 
the guys laughing. For some reason they 
said, “Yeah, this is the guy to play Woody 
Boyd.” I had 24 hours to decide whether to 
move my whole life from New York to L.A. 
Everybody in New York told me to do it, 
and I damn well did it. 

PLAYBOY: What were those first years in 
Los Angeles like? 

HARRELSON: Outrageous as shit. God, it 
was fun. First of all, going to work with 
those guys—Ted Danson and everybody 
else—was like going to the playground 
every damn day. And you have to remember 
that was a time when audiences actually 
gathered to watch TV. It wasn’t like now, 
when you have a million distractions. 
Television sitcoms were something people 
would plan their schedule around. Very 
quickly I’d be places, and total strangers 
would behave as though they knew me. 
There was a situation once when being 
famous actually saved my life. 

PLAYBOY: How so? 

HARRELSON: Well, this was years later, but 
I was in Dubrovnik, Croatia, not long after 
the Bosnian war. I was on the beach with a 
couple of girls I knew, just me and them, 
swimming. I can remember one of them 
said something, and I laughed. I sometimes 
have this tendency to have a kind of high- 
spirited girlish laugh. I heard someone 
mocking me, so I started mocking back. 
They mock, I mock. Pretty soon these guys 
were coming down from the hillside. They 
were the toughest-looking motherfuckers 
you ever saw. Some kind of Croatian judo 
gang or something, and they were coming 
down basically to kill me for being with 
these red-hot girls. They were ready to 
tear me apart, and it got mind-blowingly 
tense. But then one of those fucking guys 
recognizes me from American TV, so we 
end up going out for drinks with them 
instead. I swear if I hadn’t been on Cheers, 
I’d have died right there on that beach in 
Croatia. 

PLAYBOY: So there you go. Being famous 
rocks! 

HARRELSON: Most of the time, but it was 
very stressful at first. You go from nobody 
paying attention to everybody telling you 
“You’re great, you’re great. I love you.” 
It doesn’t matter whether they mean it 
or not. You believe it. At one point I had 
kind of a nervous breakdown. I had just 
finished with Cheers and was in the middle 


of doing a play, starting to do press for 
Indecent Proposal and going straight into 
Natural Born Killers, which was its own 
special kind of insanity. Fifty-six of the 
craziest working days of my life. All of it 
was messed up. I remember I had to shave 
my head, and I had just started to sink 
into the character. Very dark. I remember 
walking into the Joliet prison where we 
were shooting, and these guys would 
scream at me—killers!—and I’d scream 
back at them, “Fuck you! Fuck you! Fuck 
you!” I mean it was weird, man. Around 
that time I just remember losing it. Just 
crying and crying all the time and thinking, 
I can’t go on. But I pushed myself through 
and managed to come out the other side. 
I think it’s important to wallow in your 
depression sometimes. People rush to get 
on these meds, make themselves happy. 
I’ve faced depression several times in my 
life, and while it’s never enjoyable, I do 
think it serves its purpose. You need your 
bad memories and your good memories to 
make you a complete person. 

PLAYBOY: How’s your memory these 
days? 

HARRELSON: Long term’s okay. Short term? 
What was the question again? [laughs] 
PLAYBOY: Any roles you regret turning 
down over the years? 

HARRELSON: There have been a few, 
definitely. Jerry Maguire would have been 
interesting. I kicked myself for years after 
not taking that one. But one road leads to 
another, and I wouldn’t be the same guy 
if I’d said yes to everything. You learn as 
you go. 

PLAYBOY: What did you learn from your 
hedonistic circus period? 

HARRELSON: You won’t drop this, will 
you? All right, since this is PLAYBOY I’ll 
share one or two images, if only to illustrate 
how superficial we are as a society. At one 
point I was involved in...let’s just say I 
was hanging with three amazing gals, each 
one more amazing and beautiful than the 
next. We met at some type of Hollywood 
party. The music was jamming, and I just 
kind of walked up and put my arm around 
one of them but said to all three, “I have 
a dream.” Just saying it made them laugh, 
and two hours later we were back at my 
place having the most fun one man can 
have in a sexual capacity with three of 
the most phenomenal-looking women you 
could imagine. 

PLAYBOY: Whoa. 

HARRELSON: Whoa is right. And it went on 
and on. Other nights, other women. I was 
monumentally lucky. Girls would come up 
to me in bars and say, “You want to take a 
walk on the wild side?” And we’d just go 
into the bathroom. Crazy shit. But here’s 
the thing, and it’s hard to comprehend if 
you’re outside looking in, but the truth 
is it was kind of meaningless. First of 
all, it wouldn’t have happened if I wasn’t 
famous. Mr. Joe Schmo walking up to these 
three girls just wouldn’t work. But I’m the 
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“Fox is bad news. I do not like 
Rupert Murdoch. Hes like 
Goebbels, Hitler s propaganda 
guy. Murdoch is waving the flag 
not because he gives a shit about 
it but because he just wants to 
make money.” 
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guy from Cheers or Natural Born Killers or 
Larry Flynt, and suddenly I’m some great 
Casanova. 

PLAYBOY: What did you learn about how 
life really works? 

HARRELSON: Great fucking question. 
First of all, you’re never going to get real 
fulfillment from sexual or monetary 
pursuits. That’s part of the reason I’m 
reluctant to revel in my glory days, so to 
speak. If we didn’t have the tape recorder 
on, I still wouldn’t revel, because it was just 
a vain pursuit. It’s not bad. I don’t have any 
negative judgment. I’m very happy with 
everything that happened, but my head 
space is so different now. 

PLAYBOY: You finally married your 
longtime partner, Laura Louie, last year 
after being with her for 20 years. What took 
you so long? 

HARRELSON: I guess you can never be too 
sure, [laughs] But marriage and monogamy 
in general are kind of interesting. If you 
look at animals, some mate for life and 
some don’t. Dogs and dolphins don’t seem 
to think much about monogamy, and I’ve 
always tended to side with them. I’m kind of 
torn on it. I never thought monogamy should 
be the rule. I always thought it was just an 
absurdity. It creates these hard boundaries 
that ultimately become more important than 
even.... [pauses] It’s weird. A guy could go 
out and sleep with another woman and come 
home, and his wife could chop his balls off, 
kill him, so to speak, and it would seem 
justified. Meanwhile that same guy could go 
out and murder three people, come back and 
she’ll take him and find a place to hide him 
and bring him food. It’s just weird how the 
mentality of monogamy is that pervasive. It’s 
the subject of every talk show, every movie, 
every song. The heartbreak, the betrayal. But 
it’s been destructive because it’s such a rigid 
construction, and that rigidity makes you 
want to stray. 

PLAYBOY: How have you dealt with it? 
HARRELSON: [Laughs] 

PLAYBOY: It’s been a struggle? 
HARRELSON: I don’t know. Like I say, 
philosophically I’ve always thought of 
monogamy as an absurd idea, but honestly, 
right now in my life I don’t know what I 
think. I don’t know what’s right, and I don’t 
know what’s wrong. I just know that I want 
Laura to be happy, and I want us to have a 
happy family. 

PLAYBOY: And how do you feel? 
HARRELSON: Well, I think in my life I’ve 
certainly allowed myself a lot in terms of 
my physical proclivities. I’ve had the kind of 
life you could just say, “What a lucky guy,” 
purely on that level, you know? It’s like I’ve 
had my quota. Paul McCartney has a song 
on his album Off the Ground with the line, 
“Best thing I ever saw was a man who loved 
his wife.” I love the album, and I remember 
puzzling over that. It’s one of those lines 
that he probably wrote in a second, but it 
just stayed in my head. I really came to feel 
the truth of that. Me loving Laura as much 


as I do has led to all the greatest things in 
my life. Laura’s an amazing gal. Regarding 
my wavering and adolescent behavior, 
she’s been incredible. Like in London a few 
years ago, when it came out in the news 
that I had an experience with three girls. 
PLAYBOY: The three girls you were talking 
about? 

HARRELSON: [Laughs] No, three different 
girls. It seems my downfall is multiples. 
Again, a wild, wild time, but it turned out one 
of the girls was connected to the paparazzi. 
Next thing you know, there’s a three-page 
spread in some tabloid. Well, Laura heard 
about it, and you know what she said to me? 
She said, “I can’t imagine how hard it is for 
you to have to deal with that kind of thing.” 
She immediately went to compassion for 
me, as opposed to how almost any other 
woman would have reacted, with outrage 
and screaming. That’s the component of her 
nature I find so transcendent. It transcends 
what’s going on in the world and everything 
she’s supposed to be. I’ve learned that’s 
what love means on its deepest level. I’ve 
been around the corner, and I’ve met many 
great gals, but I would say Laura is a genuine 
goddess. Compassionate, understanding, 
beautiful. It’s just overwhelming, [pauses to 
smoke marijuana] 

PLAYBOY: Do you think you could live 
sober? 

HARRELSON: I experience sobriety every 
day. Long chunks of it. [laughs] Never is 
a long time. I admire that straight-edge 
philosophy, and the times I’ve experienced 
sobriety for extended lengths of time have 
been very rewarding. But don’t presume 
I’m always fucked-up, because I’m not. 
Certainly when I’m working I’m very 
focused and very un-fucked-up. 

PLAYBOY: Do you think pot will be legal in 
the U.S. in 10 years? 

HARRELSON: Well, if the will of the people 
was able to express itself through politics, 
then of course it would be. But seeing how 
that’s rarely the case, and it’s really the will 


of corporations that drives our society, the 
war on drugs will continue. It’s a big fucking 
moneymaker. Billions and billions of dollars 
a year go into fighting drugs, and that keeps 
many, many people employed. You also 
have to include incarceration in that. So 
much attention is focused on pot because 
it’s a drug that makes you think outside 
the box. It’s a drug that gets you to start 
questioning authority, and the state doesn’t 
want that out there. 

We call ourselves a free country, but 
America legislates morality. The federal 
government was designed both to protect 
us against foreign enemies and to help in 
terms of commerce between the states. 
Now it’s way out of bounds. It may make 
a hell of a lot of sense for me to put on my 
seat belt when I’m driving down the road, 
but if I choose not to, that should be my 
prerogative. Just like it should be my choice 
whether I want to wear my helmet on my 
motorcycle or not. The logic of keeping 
marijuana illegal is that it will keep people 
from using it. Guess what. People are using 
it anyway. It’s just like Prohibition. There 
were alcoholics before Prohibition, during 
Prohibition and after. But legalizing alcohol 
took away a lot of the violence that sprung 
up because it had to be locked away before 
that. I think people are smart, and I think 
people in a country ought to make their 
own decisions. As long as I don’t hurt you 
or your property, I should be allowed to 
do what I want. Since that’s not the case, 
we have a lot of people sitting in prison, 
serving time for victimless crimes. 
PLAYBOY: What did it mean for you to see 
your father die in prison? 

HARRELSON: [Pauses] Well, that was 
difficult. That was very difficult. I was 
never convinced he committed the crimes 
he was accused of committing, and I 
always thought somehow I’d get him out. 
The government had a long history of 
wrongdoing, I think, in his case. And like a 
lot of other atrocities, they got away with 
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it. On the other hand my dad was no saint, 
so I don’t know. I think I reached a level of 
not judging him for certain things I might 
judge your average person for. Above all, 
I really did love him. I thought he was an 
extraordinary guy, a brilliant guy, actually. 
PLAYBOY: He must have been very proud 
of you and the work you’ve done. 
HARRELSON: It’s interesting. They used to 
have a TV in prison, and every night the 
guys would make a group decision on what 
to watch. Dad would vote for Cheers every 
night, and he’d always get voted down. 
They would watch baseball or whatever. 
You see, my dad didn’t talk about who his 
son was, but eventually someone figured 
it out, and once word got around, Cheers 
would be on that TV every single night. 
PLAYBOY: He went to jail for the first time 
when you were seven. Did you grow up 
resenting him for not being around? 
HARRELSON: [Pauses, turns frosty] Look, I 
guess I was resentful about certain things. 
I would have liked my dad around to sit 
and talk like this or to go hiking with or 
to the movies. My mom and I had a very 
close relationship, to the point where I 
was probably too good a boy growing up 
and could have used my dad around to 
show me how to expand my horizons a bit. 
That’s not to say he didn’t influence me. I 
feel him inside me. They say in Japan that 
when you’re born on your father’s birth 
date, as I was, that you are your father. I 
certainly think about that. Certain habits 
I have, certain tendencies, definitely came 
from him. 

PLAYBOY: Is violence an issue for you? 
You recently got into a scuffle with a TMZ 
photographer and ended up breaking the 
guy’s camera. 

HARRELSON: [Grumbles] Yeah, well, I 
think all men have violence inside them, 
and I’ve certainly had my issues with 
anger management or the lack of anger 
management. But I found an outlet, a way 
to handle it. Mostly that’s through acting, 
though at times it erupts like that. Yoga 
and meditation help. 

PLAYBOY: Incidentally, what was the deal 
with your official explanation that zombies 
made you do it? 

HARRELSON: Oh, that was Paul’s idea. I had 
just come from the airport in New York after 
this TMZ situation and was feeling awful 
about it, and I ran into Sir Paul McCartney. 
We’ve been friends for a long time through 
our shared passion for veganism and many 
other issues. He’s got such a great capacity 
for happiness. Anyway, I told him what 
happened and also that I’d just finished 
this movie called Zombieland, and Paul 
said, “That’s it, man! Just tell the press you 
thought the cameraman was a zombie.” 
So that’s what we went with, [laughs but 
suddenly turns serious] But getting back to 
your question about whether I resented my 
father. The thing with him was he couldn’t 
figure out a way to control his behavior, 
and that’s what I most regret, more than 


resent, in his case. He had a chance to turn 
his life around, but he couldn’t manage it. 
I remember he was released from prison 
at one point, and he came up to visit 
me at college. Drove up in this great big 
Lincoln Continental. I thought to myself, 
Maybe now he’ll have the life he wants and 
turn things around. But sure enough, he 
landed back in prison, and that’s where he 
remained. Sad, sad story, [pauses] I think 
he really struggled with life and made some 
colossal mistakes. But I also think the U.S. 
government committed some atrocities in 
his case and did things to him that were 
completely and utterly unfair. 

PLAYBOY: Like...? [Harrelson looks away, 
remains silent and motionless for four 
minutes and 27 seconds.] 

HARRELSON: [Brightens, smiles] Hey, 
how’s it going? 

PLAYBOY: Not bad. How are you? 
HARRELSON: [Laughs] Good, good. What 
else do you want to talk about? 

PLAYBOY: Um, got it. Let’s see. We hear 
you do a mean Elvis impression. 
HARRELSON: [Singing “All Shook Up,” 
sounding exactly like Elvis] “A well I, bless 
my soul/What’s wrong with me?/I’m 
itching like a man on a fuzzy tree....” Just 
after Elvis died, I sent away and got one of 
his records— Elvis’ Golden Records, I think 
it was called. I used to sing songs from it 
in high school, and soon enough people 
started saying, “Do your Elvis.” I remember 
doing it one time in the school library. I 
started off quietly, but pretty soon people 
were gathering around and clapping, and 
I’m getting louder, and pretty soon the 
whole library’s gathered around clapping 
along with it. 

PLAYBOY: How old were you? 
HARRELSON: About 16. And then I jump 
up on the table and finish it, and even the 
librarians are cheering! It was just before 
Christmas, a time that’s festive. It was a 
good thing I did that because Robin came 
over afterward. She was this gorgeous 
sophomore who went out with this senior 
from the football team. Anyway, she came up 
and said, “Did you ever think about joining 
the theater?” She worked in the theater club 
or whatever. I had never even thought about 
acting, but since Robin was acting, I said, 
“Well, maybe so.” Next thing I knew I was 
acting and going out with Robin. 

PLAYBOY: It’s funny how one person can 
change your whole life. 

HARRELSON: So true. Or changing one 
habit. I remember when I stopped drinking 
Coke and started drinking Sprite because I 
thought that looked clearer and cleaner. It 
was just a mental thing, but it started my 
evolution toward a healthier lifestyle. Soon 
it was, “I don’t do soda pop.” That simple 
shift in diet, in controlling what I ate, gave 
me more energy. From there everything 
shifted in terms of being easier. That led 
me to think of other ways to increase 
energy, and soon I tried veganism. Not out 
of compassion for animals at first—that 


came later—but because of how good it 
made me feel. Before I knew it my whole 
diet had changed. But it all started with 
one small step—not drinking Coke. 
PLAYBOY: Do you worry about aging? 
You’re nearing 50. 

HARRELSON: I feel the approach, that’s 
for sure. It seems like once you get to a 
certain age, people constantly want to tell 
you how old you are. Especially people 
who have that blessed gift of youth. “Oh, I 
wasn’t even born when you did White Men 
Can’t Jump ” or whatever. But I remember 
being 21 and thinking how old 30 was. 
Forty was grandpa territory. The other 
night I went to the graduation party of a 
kid we’ve known since he was six. I met a 
lot of his high school classmates, and they 
were just great. I ended up challenging the 
class champions at a game of beer pong. 
PLAYBOY: Did you play Maui rules? 
HARRELSON: No, it was pretty standard. 
You get six cups in pyramid formation 
and try to get a Ping-Pong ball into a cup. 
If you sink it in their cup, they drink. We 
were undefeated through the night. It was 
incredible. Finally I had to crawl into bed 
at four in the morning. But I was up bright 
and early doing hard-core yoga, which 
cures any hangover. 

PLAYBOY: We noticed a yoga swing 
over your bed. Is yoga helpful in that 
department, too? 

HARRELSON: Yoga is the best thing for 
your sex life! It keeps you limber in all kinds 
of ways. It teaches you to love your body 
and your partner’s body. But more than 
anything, it keeps your mind liquid, and 
nothing’s sexier than that. Mind and body 
open to possibilities. I read this quote from 
Bruce Lee, one of the greatest quotes ever. 
He said, “Be water.” We can become so rigid 
in our beliefs, in our thinking, and I think 
yoga is a great way to force you outside of 
your mental and physical rigidity. My mind 
was rigid growing up, as I’ve explained, but 
so was my body. Super tight. Yoga started 
curing the chronic pain I had, but it also 
released my mind along with it. 

In many ways I feel I’m battling to stay 
liquid, to be like water. I don’t want to be 
a superficial guy, you know? I want to get 
out from under all the superficiality of our 
culture and live free of the strictures our 
society places on us. I want to be a sensory 
person but not be controlled by the senses. 
I want to live a spiritual life but not be 
controlled by religion. I want to live free but 
also devote myself to family and the love of 
the great woman I share my life with. 

What’s great is that for the first time 
I’m finding that balance. I still have a long 
way to go in some areas, but that’s part of 
what keeps things interesting—figuring it 
all out. But in general, man, I wake up every 
morning asking, “What the fuck did I do in 
my last life to deserve the amazing fucking 
life I got in this one?” 

H 
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Now who says the Philippines only has two seasons? 
Now that the cool wind of the holiday season is gone, 
it's time to make your statement! Whether you're 
strutting the streets or hitting the beach, bold colors 
are the order of the day! After all, when you're looking 
this good, why stay indoors? 


PLAYBOY FASHION 


PHOTOGRAPHY BY JOSER DUMBRIQUE 
STYLED BY VANESSA JOHNSON 
HAIR AND MAKE-UP BY JOANNE CALAQUIAN 
MODELS: MS. MAY 2009 SUAN JAVINEZ 
and RAFAEL KIEFER 








On Rafael: Beige and orange V-neck sweater, Gas Php 4,295; 

White polo shirt, United Colors of Benetton Php 995; 

Khaki slacks, Gas Php 5,295 

On Suan: Raspberry pink polo shirt, United Colors of Benetton Phpl,295; 
Raspberry pink and white pinstriped shorts, Gas Php 2,997 


















On Suan: Khaki safari jacket, Gas Php 6,950; 

Pink checkered button up collared shirt, Levi's Php 2,699 


Next Page 

On Rafael: Pink cotton button up collared shirt, Levi's Php 2,099; 
Pink cotton pants, Dockers Php 2,999 


74 PLAYBOY 






J 
























Previous Page 

On Rafael: Navy blue polo shirt, United Colors of Benetton Php 1,295; 
Yellow cotton pants, Dockers Php 2,999 

On Suan: Red and white striped cotton dress, Levi's Php 1,599; 


This Page 

On Suan: Blue sweater, United Colors of Benetton Php 1,295 
Light blue polo shirt, United Colors of Benetton Php 995; 
Khaki cuff shorts, Gas Php 3,297; 

Blue belt, United Colors of Benetton Php 995 
On Rafael: Orange polo shirt, Dockers Php 2,799; 

Tan linen shorts, Dockers Php 1,199; 

Black leather belt, United Colors of Benetton Php 1,295 













y husband and I had already booked our flight to Kota Kinabalu, Sabah, Malaysia for October 22 
to 26, 2009 when we learned the bad news: Kinabalu Park was closed to tourists on these dates 
because, as luck would have it, the International Kinabalu Climbathon was scheduled right on the 
dates we had picked to be there! 

Not wanting to cancel our trip, we toyed around with the idea of joining the climbathon, just 
for fun, so we would have the chance to explore Mt. Kinabalu. As it turned out, a number of my 
husband's friends, Nina Dacanay, the president of the Philippine Skyrunning Association, and Jean 
Claire Pineda, the organization's Secretary General, had joined the international climbathon in 2008. At their urging, and 
after we had attended an introductory talk on skyrunning, we decided to throw caution to the wind and just go for it. We 
signed up for the International Kinabalu Climbathon and I officially joined my first skyrunning event. 



Introduction to Skyrunning 

Skyrunning, or as its name suggests, high-altitude running, refers to 
any running on mountain routes at an altitude over 2,000 meters 
above sea level, with as much as a 40% incline. To give you an 
idea of just how high that is, Mt. Apo, the highest mountain in the 
Philippines, stands at 2,956 meters above sea level, while Mt. Pulag, 
the highest mountain in Luzon, is at 2,922 meters above sea level. 

In the Philippines, there is only one organization that 
promotes this sport: the Philippine Skyrunning Association 
(PSA). The PSA, a non-stock, non-profit organization, was 
officially formed in 2008 to promote the sport of skyrunning 
in the Philippines. Although still in its early years, the PSA 
has already been recognized by the International Skyrunning 
Federation (ISF), the international body promoting the sport and 
is acknowledged as the official ISF member-organization in the 
Philippines. 

While the PSA hosts a number of activities aimed at 
introducing the sport of skyrunning to the general population. 


the highlight of its year is the organization's participation in the 
International Kinabalu Climbathon in Sabah, Malaysia. 

The Kinabalu Climbathon 

On its 23rd year, the International Kinabalu Climbathon is 
arguably the toughest mountain race in the world. Although 
the race course is only 21 kilometers long, what makes the trail 
challenging is the fact that it mostly consists of steep, slippery 
steps, and rocky terrain, and ascends from an elevation of 1,866 
meters above sea level to 4,095.2 meters at the peak, or a 
vertical climb of 2,230 meters in a span of only 8.9 kilometers. 
Aside from the course's technical difficulty, however, there are 
time constraints placed on the participants. For the Men's Open, 
competitors are given two-and-a-half hours to reach the peak, 
and another two hours to climb down and reach the finish line. 
For the Women's and the Veteran's Open (males aged 40 years 
and above), competitors have to reach the peak in three-and-a- 
half-hours, then climb down to the finish line in another three 
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hours. In comparison, a normal hiker usually allots a minimum 
of two days to climb up and down the mountain, staying 
overnight at Laban Rata, the mountain lodge located near the 
6-kilometer mark on the trail. 

As a testament to its difficulty, the Mount Kinabalu 
International Climbathon is the finale of the Skyrunner World 
Series, the series of ISF-conducted sky races held all around 
the world, which last year included the Giir di Mond in Italy, the 
Maraton Alpina Zegama-Aizkorri in the Basque Country, Spain, 
and the Pikes Peak Marathon in Colorado Springs, USA. 


I was surprised to see how much 
the city of Kota Kinabalu resembled 
Metro Manila. I looked out the window 
and found some comfort looking at 
similar billboards along the main 
thoroughfares and the comparable rows 
of condominiums. 


The Kinabalu Experience 

We arrived in Kota Kinabalu on the afternoon of October 21. 
The air was muggy and warm, and while in the taxi on our way 
to our backpacker's lodge for the night, I was surprised to see 
how much the city of Kota Kinabalu resembled Metro Manila. 

I looked out the window and found some comfort looking 
at similar billboards along the main thoroughfares and the 
comparable rows of condominiums. It seemed the city of Kota 
Kinabalu was just like a cleaner, less-polluted version of our 
capital. After checking into our sparsely furnished backpacker 
hostel, we grabbed a quick bite to eat at a nearby restaurant, 
had a couple of beers, then decided to retire early for the night, 
knowing that the next day would be a full day of travel and 
trekking. 

We were up at 3:30AM the following morning, October 22, 
ready for the two-hour drive to Kota Kinabalu National Park. In 
preparation for the climbathon scheduled on October 24 for the 
Women's and Veteran's Open, and October 25 for the Men's 


Open, the park was open to all competitors, who were allowed 
to make practice climbs up and down Mt. Kinabalu the whole 
week prior to the competition. Since we had arrived later than 
the rest of the Philippine contingent, we would only have one 
day to do a practice climb. If we could not reach the summit 
that day, it was doubtful that we could reach the summit at all 
during that trip. 

We reached Kota Kinabalu Park a little past 6AM. 

After checking into our lodge, PSA President Nina Dacanay 
accompanied us to the nearest restaurant just outside the park 
to eat a heavy breakfast. Before heading out, Nina briefed us 
on the trail, informing us that we would be climbing up more 
than six kilometers of rocky stairs. After the six-kilometer mark, 
the trail would lead to a smooth, rock-face plateau where we 
could make use of the rope that had been bolted into the rock to 
continue our climb. Since we could not stay at Laban Rata, the 
customary lodge where all hikers were required to stay in if they 
were doing the climb in two days, Nina warned us that we had 
to start going down the trail by 1 PM. Since we started hiking at 
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Left: Majestic 
waterfalls within 
the first 500 meters 
on the trail. 

Bottom: slippery, 
steep, and rocky 
stairs for the 
first 6 out of 
approximately 9 
kilometers up to 
the peak 



8AM, we weren't worried about reaching the peak on time. Nine 
kilometers in five hours? It didn't seem a problem at all. 

We set off in high spirits, enjoying the brisk, cool air. The 
temperature in Kota Kinabalu Park was noticeably a lot cooler 
than in the city (cooler than the temperature in Sagada), and I 
enjoyed filling my lungs with the sweet mountain air. While the trail 
started out with steep stairs, we were well rested from the night 
before, our bellies were full from the fried rice we had for breakfast 
and our legs were ready for the hours of hiking that lay ahead of 
us. Approximately 500 meters into the hike (which we observed 
was quite a long 500 meters), we noticed a waterfall on the side 
of the trail. After admiring the falls and snapping a few photos, 
we resumed our walk on the trail. After reaching the first kilometer 
mark, we soon established our own walking rhythm, with my 
husband leading a couple of hundred meters ahead, me following, 
and our companion, Emer, taking the rear. Every kilometer mark 
was a chance for us to slow our breathing, take in the beauty of 
the forest that surrounded us and sip from our water bottles or 
snack on the granola bars we had packed. Sooner rather than 
later, though, the air was still cold and crisp, we were all sweating 
from our efforts, climbing up what seemed to be endless flights 
of rocky, uneven, sometimes slick, stairs. A few kilometers up, I 
also started noticing that my breath was coming out ragged and 
uneven, owing to the thinning air as we reached higher altitudes, 
and I had to stop every few minutes just to catch my breath. 

Since we were all following our own pace as we made our 
way up the trail, I spent most of the time walking alone, taking 
in the greenery all around me. I felt a certain calm descend as I 
took in my surroundings. The realities of the city seemed to melt 
away and with it, the stress, and all memories, of my day job. I 
sighed with pleasure, comforted by the trill of birds and the chirp 
of insects I could make out coming from the trees. I could get 
used to this. 

With a great sigh of relief, we finally reached Laban Rata at 
a little past noon. We stopped to warm ourselves a bit inside the 
restaurant before heading out again for the final 3 kilometers 
to the peak. When we got to the rock face, I grabbed the rope 
nervously and carefully made my way across the slim lip of the 
rock edge. Thank goodness this narrow path only went for a 
short distance! I just kept my eyes on the rock, not daring to look 
down least I get dizzy or suffer a panic attack. After successfully 
maneuvering that short ridge, I started to enjoy climbing up 
the rock face while holding on to the rope, which was similar 
to rappelling, only in reverse. After the seven-kilometer mark, I 
finally caught up with my husband, who was patiently waiting for 
me to arrive. Our other companion, who had a fear of heights, 
had decided not to continue up the rock face and we presumed 
he had returned to Laban Rata to wait for us to come down. A 
glance at my watch told me it was almost 2PM, and since the 
peak was still approximately two kilometers away, I decided, with 
a heavy heart, not to continue to the peak. I figured at the rate I 
was walking, it would be too late if I continued and we still had a 
long climb down to the park. So I urged my husband, who could 
climb a lot faster than me, to finish what we had originally set 
out to do while I started slowly down the rock face. We met up 
with Emer at Laban Rata and began our descent to the Park at 
approximately 3:30PM. 

Despite our best efforts, we made it down to Timpohon Gate, 
the starting point of the hike, at 8PM. We were all quite subdued, 
being dead tired, sweaty, dirty and famished. We had had to walk 
through dark woods for the better part of the trek down, and 
hyperactive imaginations, coupled with a lot of startling animal 
noises coming from the trees, did not help at all. It was a good 
thing we had all packed headlamps on the hike since trekking 
down those steps in the darkness would have been very risky. As it 
was, in the last kilometer and a half, Emer twisted his ankle going 
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On the day of the Women’s and 
Veteran’s Open, the excitement in 
the air was palpable. A ball of fear 
mixed with exhilaration formed in 
my chest and refused to dissipate 
so I paced aimlessly around the 
race site, trying to release some of 
the extra energy I felt. 


down a step. So, when we crossed Timpohon Gate and 
emerged into the artificial glare of a street light, my eyes 
began watering with tears of relief. It was only then that 
I realized with a start that our last meal had been the 
breakfast we took twelve hours earlier. 

That night, after I had devoured a plateful of hot 
rice and adobo, care of the other members of the 
Philippine contingent who thoughtfully prepared a 
home-cooked meal for us, I sank gratefully into bed. 
Pain had already begun radiating down my legs, and 
my last thought as I was drifted to sleep was that 
my body would pay for my almost 12-hour hike the 
following day. 

D Day - Women's Open 

We spent the following day trying to recuperate from 
the previous day's adventure. The Women's Open was 
scheduled on the 24th and I wanted my muscle pains to 
ease up by that time so I slathered layers upon layers of 
muscle relaxants on every inch of my legs every chance 
I could. 

On the day of the Women's and Veteran's Open, 
the excitement in the air was palpable. A ball of 
fear mixed with exhilaration formed in my chest and 


Right: Author climbing the smooth rock face using the rope bolted into 
the rocks. Bottom: A glimpse of Donkey’s Ear peak near the top. 
Bottom Right: TJ climbs up one of the flights of what seem to be 
endless stairs to the peak. 
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refused to dissipate so I paced aimlessly around the race site, 
trying to release some of the extra energy I felt. I had joined the 
competition for fun, knowing I could never make it up the peak 
and down to the finish line within the cut-off time. I thought I 
would just take it easy on competition day, walking at a leisurely 
pace and enjoying myself. But the competitive spirit pervaded the 
air and I could do nothing but absorb it. So when the gunshot 
went off to signal the start of the race, I was off and running with 
the best of them. 

Throughout the whole race, I urged myself on, pushing 
myself not to stop even if I was breathing irregularly. I kept 
thinking to myself - if I just kept putting one foot in front of the 
other, I would be fine. And that's exactly what I did. I kept my 
breaks to a minimum, and just kept climbing even if my chest 
felt like exploding sometimes. To distract myself from the effort, 

I smiled at the other competitors, sometimes even engaged 
them in short conversations which centered around our 
countries of origin. I also tried singing in my head, imagining 
the distinct voice of Fergie from the Black Eyed Peas as she 
sang, "I gotta a feeling, that tonight's gonna be a good night.'' 


And even if I only reached Laban Rata at the end of the 3 Vi 
hour cut-off mark to the peak, when I crossed the finish line 
sprinting, I was proud of myself. I had given it my all - pushing 
myself to the limit without breaking down and for me, that was 
the sweetest prize of all. 

Victory wasn't all about self-satisfaction either. Out of the 
eight Filipino women who joined the Women's Open, Liezel 
Limindas came out triumphant, finishing 6th overall in the 
competition with a total time of 3 hours, 57 minutes and 2 
seconds, only 37 minutes behind Emanuela Brizio, the winner of 
the International Kota Kinabalu Climbathon Women's Open. 

We plan on joining the Kota Kinabalu Climbathon again 
this year, but with different goals. Emer and I are determined to 
conquer the peak during one of the training climbs. My husband, 
TJ, has higher aspirations - he fully intends on finishing the 
competition within the cut-off time. With our goals set, we will 
return to Kota Kinabalu, ready to once again test our limits and, 
perhaps, perhaps even go beyond them. 

H 



Spain’s Kilian Jornet, the young skyrunning champion, finished first with a 
time of 2 hours 40 minutes, followed by Japan’s Torn Miyara and Malaysian 
Mius Bin Balinting. On the home front, Sid Vildosola ws the fastest Filipino 
finisher, finishing the race after 3 hours and 58 minutes, and ranking 42nd 
overall. Jornet and Brizio (Women’s 1st placer) took the Skyrunning series 
championship honors. 


THE MEN’S OPEN 

By TJ Isla 


oining the Kinabalu Climbathon was never on the 
agenda. But after convincing my wife to push through 

__ with the trip, my expectations were plain and simple: 

V w J reach the Mt. Kinabalu summit during the training 
climbs and race for fun. During the training climb, I was 
able to reach the summit. Standing there at the peak, alone, the 
granite rock face seemed to turn into a desert, and the only way to 
go was up. High on adrenaline after reaching the top, I pondered 
and changed my gameplan. ''I can do this,'' I said to myself. "I can 
beat that cut-off and reach the summit.'' 

The Men's Open was scheduled a day after the Women's 
category. The cut-off time to reach the summit was 2 hours and 30 
minutes, and the total cut-off of 4 hours 30 minutes to the finish 
line. We were at the starting line early. Pumped up together with the 
other skyrunners, we warmed up, game faces on. 

The race started with the pack pushing the pace on an uphill 
road to the Timpohon Gate. I managed to stay in the middle, at 
a controlled pace. As we entered the trails, my heart rate went up 
as we climbed on. I got into a steady rhythm, one-two, one-two, 
and then I felt a sudden surge when I heard cheers of ''Allez, Allez, 
Allez!" 

I looked up, heart pounding, and saw Stefanie Jimenez (3rd 
placer Women's Open) along the trail. I passed by the two-kilometer 
mark within the 30-minute-per-two-kilometers cut-off I set for myself. 

I pushed on and on, but each step up became a struggle after the 
four-kilometer mark. Upon reaching Laban Rata (the six-kilometer 
mark) in a little over two hours, I tried to up the pace but the vertical 
climb of stairs before the rock face took its toll on my legs. I only 
regained speed on the rock face up to the 7.5-kilometer mark, but 
then I was stopped by the race marshals, who told me to turn back. 
This was unfortunate, as the summit was within reach! 

A bit disappointed, I rested a bit, laying down on the rock 
to savor the sunlight before the long, lonely and painful descent. 
The descent was more difficult and technical so I took my time for 
the first three kilometers before dashing to the finish line with a 
smile - and a promise to myself to come back and officially finish 
the race! 
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IN THE LATEST OF OUR SERIES OF REPORTS 
ON THE SCIENCE OF MALE SEXUALITY, WE TAKE 
MEASURE OF YOUR LARGEST SEX ORGAN AND ABILITY 
TO TURN YOU ON, TURN YOU OFF, AND TURN YOU 

INTO A FOOL FOR LOVE 


Sex on the 


THE SEXUAL MALE PART III 

Anyone who has seen a friend afflicted with this thing called love can attest to the 
extreme discomfort it unleashes, not because the friend becomes so unbearably 
fragile but because at any moment you could be next. Even if you know better—that 
it's a chemical reaction, that she's not perfect, that the relationship will probably 
end badly—love is powerful enough to quickly turn a man from solid to liquid. 
With rare exceptions, every human falls victim, from high school to nursing home 
and across races and social classes. Hitler made googly eyes; Einstein went soft 
in the knees. Love doesn't care if you're already seeing someone. It doesn't wait 
until the time is right. Scientists suggest that these sudden, intense attachments 
are nature's way of drugging us; otherwise we would never be so stupid as to 
reproduce and spend our most productive, energetic years chasing, feeding and 
socializing ungrateful half-citizens. Even primitive man had better things to do. As 
anthropologist Donald Symons notes, the more powerful a feeling has evolved to 
be, the more difficult the goal it must be trying to achieve. 


BY CHIP ROWE 
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YOUR BRAIN IN LOVE 


The highest compliment you can offer Helen Fisher is to say she 
seems easy to fall in love with. For the past 25 years, first at the 
American Museum of Natural History and now at the Center 
for Human Evolutionary Studies at Rutgers University, she has 
examined the mysterious forces that draw couples together. 

Fisher has come to believe romantic love is a fundamental drive 
at par with hunger and thirst, impossible to ignore. It even holds 
sway over our natural narcissism: A reliable sign that a person 
has fallen hard is when he says he is willing to die for his lover. 
"Romantic love is a drug as powerful as any narcotic, if not more 
so," Fisher says from her Manhattan office near the human 
zoo of Central Park. "It's thrilling when our love is returned and 
powerfully negative when it is cut off." 

In Fisher's view, the human mating pattern involves three 
distinct neural processes that developed millions of years ago 
in our earliest hominid ancestors. In her book Why We Love she 
identifies them as (a) lust, or the craving for sexual gratification 
that initiates a pairing ("What a fox!"); (b) attraction, which saves 
time and energy by helping us focus on suitable partners ("She's 
the one"), and (c) attachment, a.k.a. companionate love, the 
emotional bond that keeps a couple together at least until their 
offspring can walk and feed themselves ("We are family"). When 
you fall for someone, several predictable events occur. First, your 
beloved takes her place at the center of your existence at the 
expense of friends, family and work (or, as Romeo puts it, "Juliet 
is the sun.") Second, you aggrandize her as being close to perfect 
and think about her constantly (or, as Robert Graves puts it, "Love 
is a bright stain on the vision/Blotting out reason"). Finally, you 
crave a deep emotional union, a mingling of souls (or, as Modern 
English puts it, "I'll stop the world and melt with you"). 

With the help of a technology called functional magnetic 
resonance imaging, or fMRI, scientists have been able for the first 
time to peer inside love-pickled brains for clues about how the 
circuitry works. For a study published in 2005, Fisher, psychologist 
Arthur Aron and neurologist Lucy Brown recruited 17 men and 
women age 18 to 26 who had fallen in love during the previous 
1 7 months. They placed each volunteer's head inside an fMRI 
scanner, which measures the brain's neural activity by charting 
blood flow, then displayed a photo of his or her beloved for 30 
seconds and watched the fireworks. After analyzing 144 scans 
of each subject's brain, the team was surprised to see that the 
region that controls emotions did not light up. Instead the activity 
was deeper, in the caudate nucleus, part of our subconscious, 
reptilian core. The nucleus, which Fisher calls "the furnace of 
romantic love," helps us identify, choose and anticipate rewards. 
This means it goes haywire not only in lovers but in gamblers and 
cocaine addicts expecting a payday. It showed the most activity in 
volunteers who scored highest on psychological tests measuring 
their passion (e.g., "I tremble in anticipation at the sight of my 
lover")—finally, then, we have located the source of all mushy 
poetry. 

The caudate nucleus operates on a circuit with another 
central part of the brain, the right ventral tegmental area. 

The VTA is loaded with nerve cells that produce and distribute 
dopamine, a.k.a. Love Potion No. 1. This neural narcotic is 
responsible for feelings of energy, exhilaration, focus and 
motivation to pursue—all characteristics of a person in the 
grip. Novel experiences appear to drive up dopamine levels; 
researchers have found people are more receptive to romance 
after coming off a roller coaster or walking over a narrow, 
wobbly bridge—two great places, apparently, to meet women. 


( t 

Love is blind—and 
also deaf, mute and 
retarded. You are juiced 
to a point at which you 
cannot rationally assess 
your lover’s faults 

is 

Dopamine also appears to elevate levels of testosterone, 
which can boost the sex drive. An Italian neuro-scientist. Dr. 
Donatella Marazziti, has documented other changes, such 
as the fact that in new lovers, the calming neuro-transmitter 
serotonin drops to a level comparable to that in people who 
suffer from obsessive-compulsive disorder. More recently, 

Mara zziti reported that 1 2 newly smitten men had lower levels 
of testosterone than a control group, while 12 newly smitten 
women had higher levels. Could it be, she asked, that nature 
brings us together by temporarily making men more like 
women and women more like men? 

Whatever its methods, nature intends only for you to 
breed; anything else you accomplish is gravy. To prevent you 
from coming to your senses after you have fallen for someone, 
the brain shuts down areas that process negative emotions, 
social judgment and "mentalizing," or assessing other people's 
intentions and emotions. Love is blind—and also deaf, mute and 
retarded. You are juiced to a point at which you cannot rationally 
assess your lover's faults, which forces your friends and family 
to do it for you. The same chemical changes take place in the 
mind of another person whose participation is essential to the 
perpetuation of the species: a new mother. 

Some people so crave the dopamine rush of new love 
that they date anyone who will have them, jumping from one 
relationship to the next. Dr. Michael Liebowitz, author of The 
Chemistry of Love, has identified these types as "attraction 
junkies." He and a colleague found that some patients began 
to choose partners more carefully and feel more at ease being 
single after receiving antidepressants that boost the level of the 
brain neurotransmitter phenylethylamine. At the other extreme 
are people who claim never to have felt lust and/or attraction. 
Although a true asexual has never been identified, scientists have 
found the rare male ram, rat or gerbil that shows no interest in 
mating, and one percent of the respondents in a survey of 1 8,000 
adults claimed never to have felt sexual desire. Fisher believes 
there are people who form deep attachments but never fall in 
love. "I've met three people, including, most recently, a 76-year- 
old man, who did not experience the swirling, craving obsession of 
romantic love until late in life," she says. In recent years asexuals 
(a loosely defined group; some people say they feel lust but not 
infatuation or vice versa) have organized online, arguing that 
asexuality, like homosexuality, should not be viewed as a disorder. 
On the bright side, if there is one, never falling in love prevents a 
great deal of heartache. 
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YOUR BRAIN IN PAIN 


As anyone who has been in a serious relationship knows, no matter how strong your initial 
feelings about your snuggle bunny, the day arrives when you sober up. When Marazziti took 
blood from 16 of her 24 volunteers a year or two after they had reported being madly in love, 
their hormone levels had all returned to normal. The thrill was gone. This is for the best, 

Fisher says: "Many of us would die of sexual exhaustion if romantic love flourished endlessly." 
Coming down from the high doesn't necessarily mean you are no longer interested, just that 
your brain is making adjustments for the long haul. It produces less dopamine and more 
serotonin, replacing frenzy with calm. Oxytocin kicks in as a stabilizer. If one or both partners 
can't sustain their oxytocin level, the relationship sputters, although regular sex may help. "If 
you have enough orgasms with your partner, you may become more attached to her," suggests 
Fisher, because climax appears to stimulate production of oxytocin and vasopressin, two 
hormones associated with bonding. In animal studies, oxytocin has been found to encourage 
females to nurture their young and vasopressin to push males to defend the nest. 

But as anyone who didn't marry their middle-school girlfriend can tell you, things don't 
always work out. After examining the brain in love, Fisher and her colleagues repeated their 
fMRI experiment with volunteers who had recently been dumped. In fact, the day after her 
boyfriend ended their relationship, Fisher put herself into the machine. "I can't ask others 
to do it unless I'm willing," she says. As with her subjects, Fisher found a spike in her brain's 
dopamine activity—the same reaction we have when we first fall in love. When a reward is 
delayed, the brain churns out more dopamine. This explains why, in a phenomenon Fisher 
calls "frustration-attraction," adversity and barriers stoke the flames. We become obsessed 
with winning our lover back, agonize over what went wrong and, encouraged by Hollywood 
endings, make dramatic and ultimately humiliating appearances at their home or work to 
declare our love. During this initial protest phase many people become enraged, which may be 
the brain's way of helping us break away. Fisher agrees with the assessment that the opposite 
of love is not hate but indifference. "Love and hate have too much in common," she says. 
"They involve similar focus and obsession." 

When we finally give up, we are left in despair. With time, our dopamine levels return to 
normal, helped along by novel activities, basking in sunlight and exercise. But an unfortunate 
few are unable to shake their depression. Terminally lovesick, they resort to suicide, a stunning 
act of destruction unique to Homo sapiens. 


YOUR BRAIN COMES 


It's easy to imagine a group of neuro-scientists examining the first fMRI machines a 
decade ago in the same way pornographers once viewed VCRs: Think what we could do 
with this! Almost immediately they began rolling supine college students headfirst into 
the middle of the donut-shaped scanners and showing them erotica. Before fMRI, much 
of what scientists knew about the sexual brain came from studying epileptics who had 
reported an "orgasmic aura" before seizures and patients who for various reasons had 
electrodes implanted in their brain. In 1964 a physician reported that a patient, given 
control over his electrode, pressed the button constantly, saying it made him feel as if 
he were building up to climax. (He may have been stimulating an area involved in what 
today is known as persistent sexual arousal syndrome.) Three of the doctor's other patients 
reported getting erections, and a fourth would bring up sex no matter what topic was 
being discussed. Lobotomies, lesions, tumors and hemorrhages have led mild-mannered 
patients to masturbate openly or feel up the nurses. A 75-year-old became "the man 
with a thousand hands," according to his wife. He declined to have a shunt in his brain 
repositioned to stem his hypersexuality. 

The fMRI makes it easier to observe the brain in heat but presents its own challenges. 

At Stanford, hospital officials refused to allow liquids (e.g., ejaculate) inside their expensive 
machine, so researchers could examine only arousal. Even if you can let volunteers reach 
climax, they must be able to do so without touching themselves, because masturbation 
activates the area of the brain that controls motor function and thus muddies the images. 

So far scientists have located only women who are capable of this, although Alfred Kinsey 
estimated that three or four males in 5,000 possess the skill as well. Ideally, you would want 
to scan the brain and genitals at the same moment, to see how they interact, but the current 
technology can handle only so much excitement. 


SEX 

INHALER 



F or years, pharmaceutical 
companies have been 
looking for a synthetic 
aphrodisiac that does for 
the brain what Viagra does for 
the penis. The most promising 
candidate is bremelanotide, 
which was being developed 
at the University of Arizona 
to promote sunless tanning. 
When cell biologist Mac Hadley, 
acting as a guinea pig for his 
own experiments, accidentally 
took a double dose, it produced 
what he later described in a 
medical journal as "a rather 
immediate response"—extreme 
nausea and an erection that 
lasted more than eight hours 
and could not be put down 
even with an ice pack. As he lay 
in bed, miserable, his wife told 
him he was crazy. He replied, 
"I think we may become rich." 
Hadley took smaller amounts 
of the drug, suffering five-hour 
and three-hour erections until 
about a tenth of his initial dose 
produced "a feeble wobble 
that could easily be coaxed to 
a full erection with a few erotic 
reflections." Now in late clinical 
trials as a treatment for erectile 
dysfunction, bremelanotide 
(formerly PT-141) is delivered 
via a nasal spray. While it's not 
clear precisely how the drug 
affects the brain, the fact that 
volunteers become aroused 
within minutes suggests it takes 
a direct route to receptors in 
the hypothalamus. And unlike 
Viagra, which increases blood 
flow to the genitals but has 
no effect on the brain (the 
chief reason the little blue 
pill hasn't been successful as 
an aphrodisiac for women), 
bremelanotide has the potential 
to leave both genders feeling 
zestier. If the drug is approved 
by the FDA, off-label use 
could radically change how we 
approach sex. Not in the mood? 
Just sniff. 
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If you don't know anyone who can climax by fantasy alone, 
the obvious alternative is to lend a hand. This is the Dutch way. 

In 2005 Gert Holstege, a professor of anatomy and embryology 
at the University of Groningen, reported the results of a study 
in which he observed the brains of 1 1 men ages 19 to 45 as 
they received hand jobs from their girlfriends or wives while 
the men's heads were restrained with adhesive bands inside a 
positron emission tomography (PET) scanner. He repeated the 
experiment with 13 women. After studying the images, Holstege 
concluded that while the female brain appears to become lost in 
the moment during arousal and climax, the male brain remains 
engaged, anticipating the pleasure of being touched. It's hard to 
underestimate the importance of this aspect of male sexuality— 
studies suggest that a part of the brain known as the claustrum 
not only assists in creating fantasies but helps us jump into any 
erotic scenes we encounter. Even when we aren't being touched, 
we can easily imagine the sensation. 

As a man becomes aroused, the amygdalae, two almond- 
shaped regions of the brain whose duties include keeping 
him constantly vigilant for hazards and threats, become much 
less active, just as they do when he is in the throes of new 
love. Holstege believes the DO NOT DISTURB sign goes 
up so that the male animal can concentrate on the task at 
hand—reproduction—without being distracted by every rustle 
in the brush. ''Apparently a general lack of fear is necessary 
for ejaculation,'' he writes. Indeed, one study found that men 
watching porn showed a diminished startle response to a sudden 
burst of white noise. The time it took each man to punch the 
scientist remained constant. 


YOUR SEXUAL CENTER 


Although many parts of the brain are involved in sexuality, the 
circuit board for our carnal desires appears to lie within the 
dime-size hypothalamus buried deep in the skull. As if processing 
your insatiable libido weren't enough, it also controls hunger, 
cardiovascular performance, body temperature, stress and 
emotional responses. ''Imagine the hypothalamus as a row of 
dip switches,'' says biologist Simon LeVay. "They seem too tiny to 
be important but they regulate everything." The precise source 
of the male drive appears to be located front and center, at a 
cowboy bar called the medial preoptic, where most of the brain 
neurons having androgen receptors are located. (The apparent 
center of the female sex drive, the ventromedial nucleus, is a few 
millimeters away.) When a male monkey first sees a female in 
heat and presses a button to move toward her, the neurons in his 
medial preoptic go berserk. During intercourse the activity declines 
(no need for it while you're getting laid), and after ejaculation it 
falls again (mission accomplished). When researchers damage 
the region, male monkeys lose most or all interest in females, 
though they will continue to masturbate. Something similar occurs 
in humans. In West Germany in the 1960s doctors destroyed the 
medial preoptics of a number of men whose sexual behavior was 
thought to be pathological or sociopathic. As LeVay reports in 
his book The Sexual Brain, the men experienced a severe loss of 
desire and had few, if any, fantasies. Conversely, when a monkey's 
medial preoptic is stimulated with electricity, the otherwise suave 
simian gets so horny he offers the female only a few seconds of 
foreplay. The area may also be involved in sexual orientation. In 
1995 scientists at Boston University who mucked with it were able 
to change male ferrets from straight to gay. 

If the hypothalamus powers our carnal instincts, the 
amygdalae add a touch of humanity. Located on each side of 


the brain, these regions process emotional and visual stimuli. 

They are more than twice the size in humans as in apes, which 
may explain why we feel such intense emotions. A woman's 
amygdalae are more easily activated by what has been called 
emotional nuance, which is what gives your wife the ability even 
years later to recall vivid, pointless details of your first date. In 
men the amygdalae appear to be a way station for the male 
gaze. Although a 2006 study found the cortex of both genders 
registers erotic scenes 20 percent faster than nonsexual ones 
(suggesting that some neurons may be "tuned" for sex), what 
the male and female brains do with this data is vastly different. 
When a man sees an image of a couple having sex—or dancing 
or talking, for that matter—his amygdalae (particularly the left) 
and hypothalamus show far more activity than a woman's. We 
are not alone in our appreciation of the female form; male rhesus 
monkeys, given the choice of juice or a photo of a female monkey 
ass, consistently choose the ass. According to Stephan Hamann, 
a neuroscientist at Emory University, the amygdalae appear to 
control appetitive (desirous or wanting) but not consummatory 
(copulatory) sexual behaviors. That is, when the amygdalae are 
disabled in a male rat, he will still mount females placed directly 
beside him but show no desire to pursue. If he must go to the 
trouble of pushing a lever to have a randy female drop into his 
cage, forget it. 



FIRE AT WILL 



While examining the PET scans from his hand-job studies, 
Holstege, at the University of Groningen, was surprised to 
see that the hypothalamus, while constantly pushing you to 
pro-create, doesn't make a peep when you are actually having 
sex—it drives you to the party but doesn't go inside. Thankfully, 
the hypothalamus does call ahead to make sure you have a 
good time. When you first get turned on, some of its neurons 
fire oxytocin down the spinal cord to alert other neurons in 
the pelvis. Oxytocin is a neuro-hormone, which means it can 
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travel in the central nervous system as well as in the 
blood, allowing you to get hard that much quicker. 
(Some researchers speculate that the more oxytocin 
deployed, the more intense the orgasm will be.) 

Once activated, nerves at the base of the 
spine send signals that relax the involuntary muscles 
around the tiny arteries in your penis, allowing blood 
to rush in. The blood presses against the veins 
running along the outside of the penis, keeping 
you hard. Other nerves instruct the perineum—the 
powerful muscle between your testicles and anus— 
to contract, pulling your erection to full mast. When 
you are sufficiently aroused, the brain sends a signal 
to release the hounds. It is not clear how the brain 
knows the time has come for climax; suggestions 
that semen volume or pressure is the trigger have 
been largely discounted. 

The nature of the brain-penis relationship can 
most easily be seen in men who have suffered spinal- 
cord injuries. Many paralyzed men are able to get hard 
and come, but they feel no pleasure. The nerves at the 
base of the spine that control erection and ejaculation 
can still communicate with the penis but not the 
brain, so any erections that occur are simply reflexes. 
However, as researchers have only recently discovered, 
there may be a bypass to the spinal cord's sensory 
highway. By 1990 scientists had established that a pair 
of primitive nerves known as the vagus ("wandering"), 
which meanders from the base of the brain and 
around the heart, lungs, stomach, liver and intestines 
and regulates vital functions such as breathing and 
swallowing, reaches past the abdomen into the pelvis. 
Then, in 2004, Beverly Whipple and Barry Komisaruk 
of Rutgers announced they had documented sexual 
impulses being sent along the route. They had 
placed women paralyzed from the waist down into 
an fMRI and asked them to masturbate even though 
they couldn't feel their fingers on their clits. "One 
woman with a completely severed spinal cord had six 
orgasms," recalls Whipple, whose most recent book is 
The Science of Orgasm, written with Komisaruk and 
biologist Carlos Beyer-Flores. "Our scans found her 
brain was reacting to the stimulation in the same way 
as people who aren't paralyzed. How do you explain 
this? Imagery lights up a different part of the brain, so 
she wasn't imagining it." After injecting the woman 
with a tracer, Whipple and Komisaruk followed the 
impulses along the vagus. Komisaruk hopes to begin 
a similar experiment with men next year. He suspects 
the vagus connects the brain to the prostate, meaning 
volunteers should be able to climax by stimulating the 
gland. 

The ability of some women and perhaps some 
men to get sexual pleasure from the rhythmic 
stimulation of an area just above the level of their 
injury, e.g., the chest, shoulder or chin, reveals us to 
be total erotic beings. Although it's far easier to climax 
by stroking the genitals, caressing any part of the 
body apparently can "recruit" neurons in the brain to 
become more and more active, until, as with a sneeze 
or a yawn, there is a sudden release of tension—a 
gasp, perhaps, then calm. For the moment, everything 
is right with the world. 


H 


WHY YOU’RE 
STRAIGHT 



Why are you attracted to women? Scientists have learned most of what they 
know about the global appeal of T&A by examining men who don't share 
your appetites. For much of the 20th century the medical establishment 
considered homosexuality to be the result of bad parenting, but today 
most scientists are convinced our paths are set in the womb. That one 
identical twin can be gay and the other straight would seem to rule out 
a completely genetic explanation. Could it be that genes set the stage 
and any number of other factors, yet to be identified, cause a shift in 
the sexual center? One compelling hypothesis, first presented in 1969 by 
German neuroendocrinologist Gunter Dorner, is that imbalances in the 
male fetus such as unusually low levels of androgens or a gene sequence 
that prevents testosterone from being fully absorbed cause the brain and 
the genitals to head in different directions. Dorner's hypothesis got a boost 
from a 2005 study that found the brains of gay men and straight women 
function in ways distinct from those of straight men. Scientists at the 
Karolinska Institute in Stockholm isolated two chemicals—one a derivative 
of testosterone produced in men's sweat and the other an estrogen-like 
compound in women's urine. Dr. Ivanka Savic had discovered through 
earlier experiments that these chemicals cause distinct parts of the brain 
to be activated. For instance, female urine activates the standard scent¬ 
processing region of the female brain but lights up the hypothalamus in 
men. The chemical in male sweat does the opposite: It lights up the usual 
scent receptors in men and the hypothalamus in women. And then came 
the finding that got everyone buzzing: Gay men's brains responded in the 
same way as straight women's. For decades researchers have searched 
for factors other than genetics that may influence orientation but have 
established only one: Gay men, on average, tend to have more older 
brothers. Ray Blanchard, the Toronto psychologist who first reported this 
effect, hypothesizes that the mother's immune system produces antibodies 
to an antigen present only on the surface of male cells. Each successive 
male fetus causes more antibodies to be created, until they pass through 
the placenta and into the fetal brain. What about men who claim to be 
aroused by both genders? A study by Michael Bailey at Northwestern 
University suggests that bisexuality may not exist. His team attached 
a device to the penises of 30 straight , 38 gay and 33 bisexual men to 
measure blood flow as each was shown straight and gay porn. 75 percent 
of the men who claimed to be bisexual had blood flow to the penis only 
while watching gay porn; the other 25 percent only while watching straight 
porn. It's possible that man exists who get excited watching both types of 
porn, but Bailey is skeptical. "For men," he says, "arousal is orientation." 












QUESTIONS 

BOBBY ORTEGA 

BY MIKHAIL LECAROS • PHOTOGBAPHY BY JOSER DUMBBIQUE 

His name is perhaps the most feared to the denizens of our 
criminal underworld. With a lifetime of law enforcement 
accomplishments under his helt being depicted 
even where from headlines to films on his life, Bobby 
Ortega’s place in our popular consciousness is secure. We 
sat down with ‘Bungo’ himself so he could tell 
us how it’s done. 


Ql 

PLAYBOY: In your current capacity as consultant on security and 
intelligence to the local government of La Union, what does your 
work entail? 

ORTEGA: I assess the situation here in the province and all 20 
towns of La Union. I make recommendations and also supervise the 
law enforcement agencies here. That’s about it. Of course, whatever 
I recommend, I see to it that it’s adopted, exercised — there’s 
a follow-through, and that’s the most important thing. Having 
policies that aren’t implemented are useless. Even the simple traffic 
rules and regulations, like the use of crash helmets, for example, 
I’m very particular about that because we’re saving lives when we 
enforce that. Some people just don’t appreciate it, but I tell you, we 
have saved a lot of lives already. 

It’s part of our culture to not follow the rules, unfortunately. When 
a law is passed, but it’s not being implemented or no one calls the 
attention of people, they tend to forget the existence of such laws. 
It’s not that they are violating with the full intention of violating; 
they just don’t think about it. So implementation is very important, 
even with minor traffic rules and regulations. All these things are 
designed to save lives. And I tell you, since I started the stricter 
implementation of crash helmets and overloading of motorcycles 
last year, we’ve been able to reduce the number of fatal accidents 
by nearly 80%. From that alone, I knew it was worth the effort. We 
were able to save lives, and that’s what I’ve been doing the past 50 
years. 
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Q2 

PLAYBOY: You’re in good shape for a man your age. 
What’s your secret? 

ORTEGA: I play golf everyday. It’s not just a game 
I enjoy: it’s also a good form of exercise. Because, 
you know, I don’t consider age as a deterrent to your 
vision. There are four kinds of ages, and the first 
one is the calendar age: I’m not ashamed to say I’m 
70! More important than the calendar is the age you 
look: I think I can pass for 60! And more important 
than your looks is the age you feel. Now, I still feel 
fifty, but the most important is the last one: your 
performance age. I still perform like I’m 40. I hope 
you take care of your health; you look physically fit 
[laughs]. 

Q3 

PLAYBOY: Have you always had an innate drive to 
perform and excel? 

ORTEGA: Oh yes, I was always adventurous when 
I was young, and you know, when you lose friends 
because of accidents or lack of implementation, you 
kind of get it inside your system that you don’t want 
that sort of thing to happen again. I have children, 
loved ones, brothers and sisters, and suppose 
that something were to happen to one of them? 

Even in my fight against drugs, which is one of my 
advocacies, I’m not going to wait until one of my 
relatives or people close to me will get into trouble, 
so I do all I can preemptively. 

Q4 

PLAYBOY: You grew up in a household with a lot of 
siblings. How much of an influence did your family 
have on shaping the man you became? 

ORTEGA: My father was a very strong influence. 

He was a very upright man, and one of very few 
words when he spoke to us. It was different when 
our mother would scold us for something, (imitates 
sound of henpecking) “takatakatakatakatakataka,” 
but when my father would just say, “Don’t do that 
again,” that was it, and you wouldn’t hear about it 
again. With my mother, you’d hear it the whole week, 
“takatakatakataka”. [laughs] 

To tell you the truth, in the early part of my life, 
especially when I was still active in the service, I was 
so concentrated and dedicated to my work, being 
assigned everywhere from Jolo to Aparri, there was 
a little negligence on my part, a lack of bonding with 
my siblings. Now, I’m starting to realize that life is 
better when you’re close to your family; I’m trying 
to make up for that by being close with my children 
now. You know, it’s very important for a man to do 
some good things, so that when his children go around, 
and people say, “Oh, you’re the son of so and so,” they 
aren’t ashamed. It’s when people you don’t even know 
say nice things about you, that’s when you reap the 
fruits of whatever sacrifices you made in your life. 


Q5 

PLAYBOY: Were you the studious type? 

ORTEGA: No. That was one of my problems when I was 
young. It took time before I really got an education, 
and that’s something I’m preventing my children from 
being affected with. I always pound it into their heads 
that education is very important. My God, I finished my 
college magna — but not magna cum laude — magna- 
nine years na\ And that’s where the problem lay. I went to 
practically all the universities in Manila, so I can say that 
I’m one of the most educated officers the armed forces 
had! [laughs] There’s nothing wrong with my intelligence 
level, as far as I’m concerned, even my teachers said 
so! I just couldn’t get interested in books, I was always 
outside, having adventures! At a very early age, I already 
started going hunting in the mountains with my air rifle, 
that’s how I started. I was always getting into trouble, 

I was that mestizo na laging pinagiinitan , so away dito, 
away diyan. I only really started being serious about my 
studies when I got into the armed forces. That’s where I 
finished my bachelor’s degree in science in management 
- the General Staff College. I underwent all the training I 
could get so that I could be a proficient officer. So dun ko 
long talaga nakita yung importance of education. It was 
necessary, and not just for the promotions. When you’re 
a leader, lives of people depend on you, and if you lack 
the knowledge and somebody gets hurt, that’s on your 
conscience. I lead not only by example; I lead. 

Q6 

PLAYBOY: Did your view on life change upon joining the 
service? 

ORTEGA: I wouldn’t say it changed. Actually, I was 
moving towards what I wanted: doing things in my own 
way, without just depending on my family. It all started 
with my parents: they didn’t want me to go into the 
service, to face risk and danger. It’s a natural feeling from 
one’s parents, of course, they don’t want you to get into 
trouble. But I said I was already getting into trouble for 
nothing, may as well get into trouble for something! I was 
able to convince them, so I was able to get into it, and 
after a few years, they gave me not only their blessing, 
but their encouragement. My father was also in public 
service; he was a congressman for 6 terms. Being a public 
servant, he was dedicated, and so I said to myself that I 
wanted to do what he was doing, but in my own way. I 
was limited in what I could do because of my educational 
background, so I decided I could do the same, serve the 
country and the people, but in my own way. That’s how I 
got into the service. 

Q7 

PLAYBOY: What does it feel like to constantly have your 
life in danger, putting yourself on the line for your job? 

ORTEGA: You know, just like sex, danger is addicting. 
When you get into danger, you secrete adrenaline 
throughout your body. At the end of the encounter, you 
feel that you’ve elevated yourself to a higher plane than 
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“IVe had 196 kills, 

and I never regretted 
a single one I tiy not 
to remember their 
names—they’re just 
numbers—and I go 
on to the next one” 


the average person: you’ve faced death! That’s the way I 
feel, anyway, so I just keep on pushing my luck. I can’t 
really say that I’ve felt I ever pushed too far, since I’ve 
always been ready to give my life, so there was never such 
a moment. 

Q8 

PLAYBOY: And how does your family cope with this 
lifestyle? 

ORTEGA: That question, you should throw to my wives 
[laughs]. I got married at a very early age. I was nineteen 
then, not yet in the service. We broke up after a year. 

We were just too young. I had my ideas, she had hers. 

With the second one, I was already in the service, but 
I was always moving from one place to another, like I 
said, Jolo to Aparri, but I can’t really say that was the 
cause. I wanted to keep pushing my luck and she wanted 
to settle down, be content with what we had, but I kept 
pushing. So it didn’t work. It was with the third one that 
my work really affected us, because we were always in 
constant danger. This was the time I began engaging drug 
syndicates — we even had a threat to kidnap my son — 
and it just became too much. I told her that I needed 
support, and if she pulled down my initiative or resolve, it 
would weaken my courage, so it didn’t work out. 

It was really difficult, but I had to do it. My son, Robert 
Ortega, the councilor of Manila, there was a threat to 
kidnap him. He wasn’t councilor then, he was much 
younger, and I was the chief of police in Baguio then. It 
so happened that two men who were surveying our place 
in New Manila to do the kidnap were overheard by their 
taxi driver. When they were driving past the house, one 
of them pointed, “ Yan ang bahay ni Bungo, nandiyan 
ang anak niya” The moment they went down, the driver 
memorized the place the two alighted and went to report 
to his boss, who was my kumpare , and he called me up 


long distance in Baguio. I sent some men from CIS to join 
the driver in searching for the men. In a few days, they 
got hold of the two. After a few days of interrogation, the 
two admitted that the orders came down from Baguio 
City - from one of the groups I’d practically annihilated. 
When I found out who it was among them, I took care 
of him. I took care of him, and that removed the danger 
— for the time being. Ganyan ang buhay, but I will not 
let those things destroy me. I taught my children how 
to shoot, how to react to danger, be conscious of their 
environment, choose who their friends are, and let me 
know where they are at all times. All their mothers are 
against my kids following in my footsteps, but I always 
tell them, let the children decide their fate. Hindi pwede 
ituro mo kung saan ang direksyon na gusto nila. Basta 
alalayan mo sila, that’s for them. It’s not your life, you’re 
just there to assist them. 

Q9 

PLAYBOY: Can you remember the first time you had to 
take a human life? 

ORTEGA: I was 19 years old, and there was an assassin 
hired to kill my father. They couldn’t beat him through 
paid elections, so they hired an assassin. Fortunately, we 
got information about the situation, including where the 
assassin was at a certain time, so I went there. He was 
cleaning his firearm and silencer then, but I surprised 
him. He tried to pick up his pistol, but I was aiming 
already. That was my first kill. For any person, the first 
kill is important, because if it’s something that bothers 
your conscience, you’re ruined. The feeling I felt was that 
I’d saved my father. 

I’ve never made a kill that I’ve regretted. I’ve had 196 
kills, and I never regretted a single one. I only remember 
them by numbers, except for a few prominent names. I 
try not to remember their names, they’re just numbers, 
and I go on to the next one. 

Q10 

PLAYBOY: You love action movies, so how did this affect 
the production of the Markang Bungo films based on 
your life? 

ORTEGA: Most of the time, I like to watch action movies. 
The problem is, when you make a film, you have to 
think in terms of what the masses want. Lalo na sa mga 
fictionalized movies ngayon with superheroes, dun 
napupunta ang entertainment; so even for those involved 
in true-to-life movies, if they made an ordinary film, it 
would cater to a very small percentage of viewers, so they 
try to go for a bigger, wider audience. 

But 95% of Markang Bungo was accurate. I supervised the 
filming because I didn’t want them to make me look like 
Superman. Nobody would believe that! I didn’t want it to 
be like the one of Ping Lacson where [in the movie] he’s 
shooting everyone! You know he’s never been involved in a 
single encounter? Not a single one! He’s what we call an after¬ 
encounter officer. After the encounter, he arrives to have his 
picture taken. That’s the difference: me, I lead, and I make it a 
point to fire the first shot. Nobody fires until I do. 
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Qll 

What kind of input did you have on Rudy Fernandez 
being cast to play your younger self? 

ORTEGA: Rudy Fernandez is my kumpadre, and based 
on my looks around 20 years ago, Hindi kami naglalayo 
sa itsura [laughs]. Since he was my kumpadre, he knew 
my habits, and the only hardship he had in taking the 
role was training to shoot with his left, because I’m left- 
handed. In fact, we were supposed to start on Markang 
Bungo Part 3, and it would have been the best one, 
showing my encounters in Isabela, before I was told 
to go to Baguio. The title would have been Tawagin Si 
Markang Bungo , and it would have shown how I cleaned 
up Baguio. But when we were supposed to start, he said, 
“Pare, magpapalakas long ako ng konti” but instead, he 
declined, and by March, wala na. Now, the first one was 
a blockbuster, and the second one was a blockbuster, so 
I didn’t want to get someone new, or else it might end up 
like the James Bonds when they replaced Sean Connery 
with George Lazenby, bumagsak biglal Edu Manzano 
volunteered, even Philip Salvador, but wala talaga. 

Q12 

PLAYBOY: The first film’s tagline was “The skull is his 
emblem, a bullet in the head is his trademark.” How did 
that come about? 

ORTEGA: That nickname, Markang Bungo, came about 
when I was in the Second PC Zone*. We organized a SWAT 
team, the first honest-to-goodness SWAT team in the 
armed forces, and we trained 56 people, but finished with 
only 13. And there was only one officer who qualified, 
Avelino ‘Sonny’ Razon - he became my executive officer. 
So, with my leading them, us being only 14 people all in 
all, we were able to annihilate the whole NPA hierarchy 
in the whole Second PC zone. Hindi pagyayabang yan, 
talagang nawala lahat ng NPA doon. Now, there were NPA 
documents being captured by other intelligence units 
stating that they were having encounters with ‘ Markang 
Bungo', because they were identifying us by our logo 
[points to spot on upper arm where unit insignia patch 
would be]. That logo was started way back when I was 
in Metrocom, where I had my own unit and, with the 
concurrence of my superiors, I was using a logo, the skull, 
on our patches. It was the unit’s lucky charm. They [the 
unit were feared by the enemy for their tenacity, when 
they set out do something, they really did it. So I said, 
this is good, and I added the quote, “Mix with the best, 
you die with the rest”. It was a message to the enemy that 
we meant business. Bungo became a byword, as far as the 
NPA was concerned, it was in their documents! Until such 
time that I was called to Malacanang and asked about it. 

I told them how that ‘ Markang Bungo' started and how 
Sonny Razon was my co-founder. It got to a point that 
even my mother was calling me ‘ Bungo' already [laughs], 
it became a byword. Now, people expect, when they hear 
l Bungo', nakakatakotl In fact, recently, when I came from 
one of Pacquiao’s fights in the States, an immigration 
officer, a Filipino in LA, asked me, “ Kayo ho ba si Bobby 
Ortega? Akala ko malaking tao kayol" [laughs] People 
always think that a guy named ‘Bungo’ has to big and 


"Most people go into 
the police force just 
so they’ll have a job. 
Nawala na ang 
impetus natin to 
serve the people.” 

scary! Only the name is big, my balls are bigger! [laughs] 

Q13 

PLAYBOY: So you’ve adopted the skull as your own 
personal lucky charm? 

ORTEGA: Now, [points to skull belt buckle] these are gifts 
from my brothers, sisters, friends. When someone goes 
abroad, he comes back with a belt, a cap, a t-shirt or 
whatever, laging may bungo. It’s become a signature. 

It’s my lucky charm — whether it’s true or not, the 
psychological effect of wearing something you believe 
will give you luck, your attitude will bring you luck. So for 
whatever reason, it’s good! 

Q14 

PLAYBOY: What can you say about the state of law 
enforcement in the Philippines? 

ORTEGA: I’ve been a guest speaker in so many 
graduations, and it’s something I talk about a lot. I’ve 
suggested that every town should form its own SWAT 
team. Even just six policemen from each municipality, 
put them together and train them, at least in the basics 
— because the full SWAT training is very expensive — 
so that they can come up with a deterrent when faced 
with extraordinary events. So during graduations, I tell 
them, we are losing the battle because, although we are 
increasing the number of men, we are decreasing a very 
important trait of a policeman, and that is dedication 
to duty. Most people go into the police force just so 
they’ll have a job. To them, it’s just a job — it’s no longer 
with the intention of putting straight something that is 
crooked. Nawawala na ang impetus natin to really serve 
the people, kaya yun ang emphasis ko. Also, with the 
proliferation of so many laws, especially human rights, 
it makes it harder for us to perform our duty. I believe a 
man, when he is on duty...ako, I consider myself a judge, 
jury and executioner. Of course, in the eyes of the law, 
that’s wrong. But who could be in a better position to 
judge when you only have a second to do it? You’re not in 


* Second Philippine Constabulary Zone covers Southern Tagalog and Bicol Regions. 
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an air-conditioned room away from danger, reading the 
books on what is right and wrong. If they (bureaucrats) 
make the decision, they can appeal; if you make the 
wrong decision, you’re dead. That’s the big difference: 
you have a few seconds to decide, and you are the man 
there, so you have to be judge, executioner and jury. So I 
say, do it, man. Do it. 

And I haven’t had any problems, except once. There was 
one time when I got information from a close friend 
of mine that a crooked general -1 won’t name names 
- was having me followed. Sabi ko, “Bakit?” “Mga bata 
niya yung mga iniingkwentro mo” Oh my God, can you 
imagine? And they were really notorious, this group. In 
fact, there was already a reward out for them, and they 
hit banks all over the Philippines. Yan ang in-ingkwentro 
ko, I got about six of their members. So this general was 
having me tailed, but I thank my survival instinct, the 
most important thing you have to develop, whether in 
the jungle or whatever, it kept me alive. After that, nag- 
retire na yung general, so at least na-ano ko yun. I’ve 
been ambushed seven times, and I’ve survived. Maybe 
somebody up there likes me [laughs]. That’s what I’ve 
always said, and I’ve always believed. I’ve been wounded 
here [points to inside of right arm] by an M79,1 got hit 
here in the [left] foot by a .45,1 was even stabbed by a 
drug addict that I’d already shot four times, naabutan pa 
niya ako! 


Q15 

PLAYBOY: How big a role does information play in law 
enforcement? 

ORTEGA: Information is very important because of 
increasing developments in technology. We are now 
dealing with highly technical criminal syndicates using 
the most sophicticated methods. When I took anti¬ 
terrorism training in the States, most of the improvised 
explosives then were crudely made, but now, they’re 
using cell phones for parts and as detonators! So we have 
to increase our knowledge. What we know now, after 
a few years, iba na namanl After I had some training 
in America, I trained my people here, but even those 
people I train have to upgrade at least every year dahil sa 
dami’ng bago. 

I was forced to start reading on long missions where 
sometimes you have nothing to do except wait, so that’s 
what I did, I read. I tried to read action stories, they gave 
me ideas about things like investigation and surveillance, 
things I could apply. 


Q16 

PLAYBOY: One of the biggest problems we face now is the 
proliferation of illegal substance abuse. How can we step 
up our war on drugs? 




ORTEGA: We need more information dissemination, 
because some of those who get into drugs are drawn in 
by their barkada. There was this one guy I encountered 
in Mandaluyong, and it was the parents who came to me 
asking for help. The mother’s face was already contorted 
from the physical violence of the son, when they tried 
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to take his money. Another time, he almost burned the 
house down! When they came to me, I said, “The way 
you describe his behavior, if I arrest him, he might resist. 
What do I do then?” They told me, “We leave it in your 
hands.” I wanted them to know that I wasn’t going to put 
myself on the line just for him. Later that day, I went to 
the son with three or four of my men, and I told them 
to wait while I talked with him. I told him to come with 
me, and he pulled out a small samurai sword! [makes 
swinging motions] And he was good, he must have 
studied! I told him to put it down and come peacefully. I 
was looking at his eyes, and when they began to change, 
when he began to attack, I took out my .45 and shot 
him point-blank. I hit him once, at lumipad. The parents 
thanked me. It was him or me, and I warned them that 
might happen. That’s what drugs can do. The worst thing 
you can do is hurt your parents, at pag may un-encounter 
ako mga ganoon, un-strengthen ang resolve ko to get rid 
of the sons of bitches. Ever since my first encounters, I’ve 
never forgiven drug pushers. 

I didn’t have any experience with drug pushers when I 
was growing up. But when I was in the service already, 

I saw good families destroyed because of drugs. I had 
so many encounters with drug pushers and addicts that 
I felt that if that ever happened to my family, my God. 

And these were good families that were broken because 
of drugs. When I lecture or talk at schools, the first thing 
I tell them is that drugs are an instrument of the devil. 
Why? Because it’s not only out to destroy your body, but 
your soul. It’s like a snake that doesn’t make a sound or 
call your attention. It just creeps into your house, and 
before you know it, one of your children is already doing 
it and you don’t even realize it. I’ve seen children who 
are very intelligent and in their last years in school, their 
moods and attitudes change. Those are telltale signs that 
something is wrong, and it’s something I try to teach 
parents to look out for. If I talk to 100 and one or two 
respond, it’ll be good enough. 

Q17 

PLAYBOY: For better or worse, Baguio is well-known today 
as a city where drugs are easy to come by. What policies 
did you able to implement during your time as Chief of 
Police — and later councilor — that made Baguio one of 
the safest cities in the country in your time? 

ORTEGA: Baguio is only the transport center. When I was 
the chief of police, they experienced one year and two 
months with a zero crime rate. No one has ever done 
that in the whole world, not just the Philippines. When I 
assumed that office in 1986, there were 300 hoodlums 
in the city, according to our intelligence reports. I only 
arrested four, 76 got recycled, all the others went away, 
so there weren’t any left. 

Everything that happens is a product of society, and a 
lot of it is because of a lack of supervision on the part of 
local officials. The sprouting of prostitution dens, drug 
dens, it’s all a lack of supervision. They’re no reason 
why a government official with so many men all the way 
down to the barangay level cannot monitor his area if 
he really cares. That’s what happened in this certain 
province, where they discovered one of the largest drug 


laboratories, and it’s been there for so long! Eh, yun pala, 
under the protection of a politician. 

The very first thing is to get the trust and confidence of 
the people. When I went there, I went to all the barangay 
captains and I changed the system. Because before, 
local officials weren’t given much importance when it 
came to the peace and order situation. Second, I don’t 
pretend to say I will solve all their problems, and I told 
that to the barangay captains. Those are your problems, 
you solve them. I am only here to assist you. If you 
don’t want to solve your problems, then I’ll go on my 
way, and the problems are still there. But, if you want 
to solve it, I will be there to help. I told them to elect 
a representative barangay captain in every district to 
work with the precinct officers because, at the time, I 
only had 250 policemen. Each precinct had only 10 men. 
Tatlo sa umaga, tatlo sa tanghali, apat sa gabi. And one 
district catered to about 17-24 barangays , how could 
we work with that? I had each representative barangay 
captain contribute two barangay tanods to each precinct 
commander for training. So, from 24 barangays, I had 48 
additional men. The logic was, if I had the cooperation 
of every barangay, saan magtatago yung mga gago? 

Pag may mangyari, they can be identified, kaya wala 
nakakalusot. The important thing was, I told the people 
not to be afraid to call if they suspected somebody. Don’t 
wait for a crime to happen. And they would say that 
when they used to call the police, nothing would happen. 

I told them I was different. Basta’t kung may nangyari, 
tumawag kayo, at kung late kayo tumawag, kayo ang 
papagalitan ko. I made it a point that my mobile units 
were distributed evenly through the districts, so that 
when somebody called, they could be on the scene in 
three minutes or less. So people started calling, the phone 
in our office was ringing off the hook! People were calling, 
so I would tell my men to go check out the suspects, 
but I would tell my men, “Don’t bring them here.” I went 
to the local radio station and made an announcement: 
“Ako po’y nakikiusap sa inyong magnanakaw. Hindi 
ko naman sinsasabi na tumigil kayo sa pagnanakaw, 
kasi hanapbuhay niyo yan, eh. Eh nagkataon lang na 
hanapbuhay ko rin na hulihin ko kayo. Ang pakiusap ko 
po ay isang bagay: wag lang dito sa Baguio. Leave Baguio 
in peace. If not, in three days, you’ll rest in peace.” 

“Eangina,”\ told myself, “mabigat yata ang sinabi ko, 
baka hindi ko kayang sustentohan. ” So I had to go out of 
my way to really show that I meant business. And when 
[criminals] started disappearing, they got the message, 
nawala na, nag-alisan na. You see what you can do when 
you have the support of the people? Even the Church, 
even the Bishop told me, “Bobby, I like your style.” I told 
him, “I am only an instrument of the Lord to smite down 
the evil.” Lalo lumakas ang loob ko! [laughs] 

And it wasn’t me! It was what I did. As long as you do 
something with sincerity, it can be done anywhere, 

Manila, anywhere! 

I go to Baguio often now, because my son is running for 
councilor. Oh my God, it has deteriorated so much. The 
traffic is horrible, the trash is terrible, and the number 
one problem? Peace and order. I told my son that peace 
and order should be his battle cry. I always tried to 
improve the traffic when I was in charge, but people don’t 
put enough emphasis on it! That’s the lifeblood in the 
community; it’s just like the flow of blood in your body: 
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If it’s too slow, you’ll get sick! People don’t realize that 
they sometimes lose two hours of their time just sitting 
in traffic, and you can’t buy time! Can you quantify the 
amount of fuel in pesos burned just waiting in traffic? 
Millions! Can imagine how much you could do if you were 
spending your time properly, not sitting in traffic? When 
I was the councilor there, I passed an ordinance that we 
hire professional traffic management specialists to study 
our situation. We were going to pay them one million 
pesos and, for three months, they would install counting 
machines at the toll booths that could track a vehicle 
from the time it entered ‘til the time it left, and after 
three months, they would make their recommendations. 

It had to be studied, because you can’t solve a traffic 
problem by worrying about one corner. If you do that, 
you create a another problem on three other corners. Eh, 
namamahalan sila (Baguio City government). Ang hirap 
diyan, you pass a resolution, ordinance or what, kung 
Hindi magkaka-perahan.. .putal It’s dismaying, but kung 
lahat ito ipasok mo sa utak mo, masisira ang ulo mo. All 
you can do is chase the ones you can chase, and just 
accept the ones you cannot. 

Q18 

PLAYBOY: What is your opinion on Filipinos committing 
crimes overseas? Why do we have this feeling that we 
should be exempt from punishment abroad? 

ORTEGA: As far as I’m concerned, that’s wrong. As 
long as they weren’t railroaded in the case, they should 
respect the laws of other countries, in the same way 
that I would ask those other countries to respect our 
laws. Ito na long mga senators natin, yakking their 
mouths off at the Americans. We have to face reality, 
without America, we’re dead. That would be worse than 
anything, magagiging Ampatuan country na lang tayo 
kung walang Amerikano. The senators don’t realize 
—or don’t acknowledge—that our economy hinges on 
the Americans, so you cannot blame the USA if they 
flex their muscles. Especially knowing we are a corrupt 
country, all the more sisiko ang America, malaki din 
ang investment nila dito. The way we act, parang 
hardinero ka, minamandahan mo ang amo mo. I mean, 
some people just can’t face reality. Leche, porke nanalo 
lang si Manny Paqcuiao sa boxing, kala mo sino ka na? 
We have to earn it. I’m not pro-American, I don’t even 
like them. I enjoy going there, but I don’t bow down 
to them. Even when I would train there, if the ones 
training us were enlisted men, I would treat them as 
enlisted men. But my God, look at the ones who come 
here to retire, mga kinukuha nilang babae, yung mga 
atsayl So how can you have respect for them? Ok, Hindi 
naman lahat, but sana pumili naman sila ng medyo 
presentable. Dami nga ako nahuhuli dito, kung anu-ano 
pa ang sinasabi , I lock them up for drunken driving or 
whatever. 

We used to be called the Pearl of the Orient. Ngayon, 
inunahan na tayo ng Vietnam! Lahat, iuunahan tayo. 

I studied at UP Los Banos, I took up agriculture, and 
there were so many Thai, Vietnamese, Burmese and 
Japanese students there. Dito sila nagaaral noong 
araw\ And now, farming is very progressive in those 
countries, while we, an agricultural country, are lagging! 


We blame culture, but no, it’s not culture, it’s graft and 
corruption. 

Q19 

PLAYBOY: Why do Filipinos have problems with 
discipline? 

ORTEGA: Well, we really lack that. We’re a hundred years 
behind in disciplining the men. First, because of the 
recruitment. Second, the base pay is very low, so you have 
to be content with getting people who lack education, 
who lack breeding because they’re the only ones who 
are willing! You can’t get the ones you want, yun ang 
problema natin. Taasan naman nila ang wages, so it will 
attract even those na may degree na, yung mga may 
konting prinsipyo sa buhay. 

Kami kasi noon, walang mga bisyo-bisyo. For two years, 
ang sahod ko lang, 200 pesos. But it wasn’t the salary 
that attracted me, it was the adventure. Siguro, sa bawat 
sampo diyan, may isa pumasok dahil sa gusto rin niya ng 
adventure, or something like that, pero yung mga iba, 
“Mabuti na ‘to, may hanapbuhay kai’sa wala”. Yung mga 
taong ganun, when they have the opportunity, they’ll of 
course go for making money, rather than doing their job. 
They don’t care about pride. To them, that’s not on their 
menu. Alam mo, tingnan mo yung rationale na kung sa 
taas-taasan may nangyayari, how can you expect yung 
mga nasa baba to toe the line? Really, it has to start from 
the higher-ups. Eh ginagawa natin lagi, dito tayo sa baba 
nngco-concentrate, Hindi naman tayo umaakyat. 

Q20 

PLAYBOY: Is there any hope of changing mind sets? 

ORTEGA: There’s no such thing as hopeless. It’s a 
question of having more people motivate other people. 
There are so many out there, they’re just waiting to be 
tapped, but you have to start with a leader. 

[On the coming elections] None of the above! [laughs] It’s 
always a choice of the lesser evil. You know, I don’t know 
about your political aspirations or inclinations, but this 
I can say: up to now, as far as I’m concerned, Marcos is 
still the best president we ever had. Kay Cory wala akong 
masabi. Cory was good, Hindi nga marunong magnakaw, 
ang problema lang, walang alam. She was surrounded by 
buwayas, and so, during her term, they did in four years 
what Marcos did in 20! At least for the first few years of 
Martial Law, that was the best time that the Filipino ever 
had. There was discipline —nakita natin that we could do 
it if we had a strong leader! If it’s a question of execution, 
putang ina, you do it with forceful moves! Eh ngayon, si 
Noynoy? I know him personally, he’s a good man. Hindi 
marunong magnakaw, totoo yan, but again, it’s the same 
people around him — hungry wolves. And he doesn’t 
have the guts [to tell them to stop]; That quality of a 
leader? Wala siya. 


□ 


PLAYBOY 97 





The Skinny 
in Skin 
Care 


Caring for your skin this summer 



By Pearl Weena Marie E. Sabido, M.D. 


F or the average Filipino male, 
skin care is tantamount to 
washing one's face with soap 
and water around 2 to 3 times 
a day, nothing more, but not 
necessarily nothing less. 

While in recent years have seen an 
upward trend in the use of specialized 
facial washes for men, your regular 
Juan dela Cruz would still contend that 
going beyond the facial wash/soap and 
water regimen would be grounds for 
questioning one's machismo. 

But if you're undeniably straight 
and find no threat to your manhood by 
spending extra time and money on your 
skin with facial creams, toners, body 
lotions, peels, facials, and other such skin 
care products and practices, then you 
are dubbed a metrosexual: a designation 
that many men, including metrosexuals 
themselves, tend to rebuff. 

Real men take care of their skin 

Now before you flip over to the next article, 
huffing up that chest and declaring, ''Real 


men ought not to take too much time on 
their skin!" think again. 

Truth be told, men actually need to 
pay just as much attention to their skin as 
the fairer sex, if not more. Men generally 
have larger pores than women, and their 
skin is nearly 20 percent oilier, which 
makes for a greater risk for blemishes and 
other skin problems. 

Besides, we cannot underestimate the 
value of having great skin, as it has the 
power to boost your market value in terms 
of career and sex appeal. What's more, 
the confidence that can be gained from 
looking good also improves your general 
sense of well-being. 

Knowing your skin type 
In order to properly care for your skin, it is 
important to know your skin type. These 
are the following: 

Normal type. If you have this skin 
type, you're one of the lucky few. This 
type of skin is characterized by small, 
clean pores and a smooth complexion 
that is nearly or completely free of 


blemishes. It tends to be matte after 
washing. However, you must realize that 
if you have this type of skin, it does not 
mean that you can take it for granted. 

In fact, care should be taken in order to 
maintain that flawless complexion. 

Oily type. You know you have this 
skin type if you have large pores that are 
clogged with oil and dirt. Your face also 
tends to be shiny after cleansing. People 
with oily skin commonly have problems 
with acne, although they are less prone to 
develop wrinkles. 

Dry type. With this type of skin, you 
have small or nearly imperceptible pores, 
and you tend to have fine lines, particularly 
in the eye area. Skin may appear ashen for 
men with darker complexions, or thin and 
flaky for men with fairer complexions. Dry 
skin may easily be confused with normal 
skin that has just been neglected over 
time. Therefore, if you suspect your skin to 
be dry, try treating it first as recommended 
for normal-type skin. If you don't notice 
any improvement, then it would be best to 
see a board-certified dermatologist. 




Combination type. This is the most 
common skin type. Here, the so-called 
T-zone, comprised of the forehead, nose 
and chin, tends to be shiny, with large 
pores on the nose. However, the rest of 
the face may be normal or dry. This type 
of skin is best cared for by treating the T 
zone as recommended for oily skin and 
the rest of the face for either normal or 
dry skin. 

■commended skin care 
■men 

Now that summer is afoot, your skin 
needs more care, for several reasons. 

One, the rise in temperature and humidity 
stimulates the production of more sebum 
or oil, the build-up of which can lead to 
acne. 

Two, with summer comes an increase 
in sun exposure, primarily because there 
are more outdoor activities to be enjoyed 
at this time of the year. It then follows 
that you would also have to take extra 
measures to protect yourself from the 
damaging effects of the sun. 

The good news is that an effective 
skin care regimen need not be so tedious 
and time-consuming. Here is a simple 
regimen that you can follow. 

Cleanse. It is important that you 
wash your face everyday to clear it of 
dirt and sebum. Out of 10 Filipino males 
aged 26-30 surveyed, 8.5 of them were 
found to use facial wash instead of 
regular soap to cleanse their faces. This 
is good, because your facial skin is more 
sensitive than the skin over the rest of 
your body. Thus, in cleansing your face, 
it is recommended that you steer clear of 
strong, irritating soaps. 

Recommended facial washes and 
soap include those that contain sodium 
cocoyl isoethionate. For the face, use mild 
cleansers, and for oily-type skin, you shouls 
use cleansers specifically for that kind of 
skin. 

Exfoliate. Don't scoff just yet. At least 
2 out of 10 men surveyed complained 
about having rough skin. While rough 
skin is a vague and general term that can 
be attributable to several factors, one of 
these factors would be the build-up of 
dead skin cells. Exfoliating with a facial 
scrub addresses this problem, helping to 
smoothen your skin. 

In exfoliating, do not scrub your 
face too hard. Experts also recommend 
limiting the use of facial scrubs to once 
to twice a week for normal type skin, and 
2 to 3 times a week for oily type skin. 


Remember, you want your skin to look 
healthy and glowing, not blotchy and 
abraded. 

Tone. After cleansing your face, it 
is recommended that you tone your skin 
with a toner containing either glycolic 
acid or alpha hydroxyl acid. If you have 
oily-type skin, it is advised that you tone 
before and after exercise, as well as when 
you're sweaty. This is to reduce the size of 
your pores, giving your skin a clearer and 
firmer appearance. As with cleansing and 
exfoliating, do this gently. 

Moisturize. Your skin, like the rest 
of your body, needs nourishment and 
hydration, especially after cleansing and 
shaving. 

Dry skin is more prone to wrinkling 
and aging, and this can be further 
aggravated by the increased sun exposure 
to be expected this summer. Many men 
admit to being squeamish about applying 
facial creams and body lotions, with the 
most common reasons being the greasy 
feeling and the scents associated with 
these. 

Know, however, that there are 
several creams and lotions on the market 
these days with more manly scents 
and which leave less of the dreaded 
oleaginous sensation. All you have to do 
is to pick out which works for you. Note 
that men with oily skin are advised to use 
oil-free facial moisturizers. 

Protect. Summertime or not, it is 
very important that you take measures 
to protect your skin from ultraviolet (UV) 
radiation, more so now that it is summer. 
The significance of this lies in the aging 
effects of UV rays and, more importantly, 


S un protection factor (SPF): 
This basically determines the 
extent to which sunblock or 
sunscreen can increase the 
amount of time you spend under 
the sun without getting burned, as 
compared to when you don’t use sun 
protection. To illustrate, for a person 
who would normally burn in, say, 20 
minutes, an SPF of 10 would increase 
that time to 200 minutes, regardless 
of the number of times the sunblock 
or sunscreen is reapplied. 

Ultraviolet (UV) radiation: This 
is that spectrum of light between 
200 - 400 nm. UVA, which runs be¬ 
tween 320 and 400 nm, penetrates 
the skin to a greater degree than 
either UVB or UVC. It causes wrin- 


the risk of developing skin cancer with 
increased sun exposure. 

It is recommended that you use 
sunblock or sunscreen with a sun 
protection factor (SPF) of at least 30, 
applying it 1 5 to 60 minutes before sun 
exposure. Remember to reapply after 
getting wet or sweaty, and be sure to 
spread it adequately over your body. You 
may also have to use a higher SPF the 
closer you go to the equator and the 
higher you go up in altitude. 

As much as possible, avoid going out 
under the sun between 10 am to 4 pm, 
as this is when the sun's radiation is most 
intense. 

Cloudy days do not save you from the 
need for sun protection, either. As much 
as 80 percent of UV rays can still get past 
those clouds and mete out their harmful 
effects. 

The skin around the eye area, 
in particular, is more prone to sun 
damage because it is the most sensitive 
part of your facial skin. Sunglasses 
with UV protection are therefore 
recommended. 

Staying in the shade or using a hat 
also does not necessarily protect you from 
the sun. If you happen to be situated 
close to reflective surfaces such as water, 
sand and pavement, you may still get 
burned as UV rays not only bounce off 
these surfaces but actually get even more 
intensified. 

Also, be wary of the fact that using 
sunblock or sunscreen does not mean that 
you can stay out in the sun indefinitely. 
You're bound to fry if you tarry out long 
enough. 


kling, tanning, burning and prema¬ 
ture skin aging. It is that part of UV 
radiation that is able to penetrate 
media such as clouds and glass, 
and is bounced off water, sand, 
pavement and snow. 

UVB runs between 290 and 320 
nm, and is absorbed by the outer 
dermis, or that part of the skin just 
underneath the outermost layer, the 
epidermis. This is primarily the cul¬ 
prit behind burning and premature 
skin aging, as well as skin cancer. 
Most of it, however, is absorbed by 
the ozone layer, and it does not per¬ 
meate through glass. 

Lastly, UVC runs between 200 
and 290 nm, and is filtered by the 
ozone layer. 


SPF versus UV 





While rough skin is a 
vague and general term 
that can be attributable 
to several factors, one of 
these factors would be 
the build-up of dead skin 
cells. Exfoliating with a 
facial scrub addresses 
this problem, helping to 
smoothen your skin. 



We've talked about how chronic sun 
exposure leads to premature aging and 
an increased predisposition for skin 
cancer. Sadly, many Filipino men tend to 
take this very lightly. 

Of the men surveyed, 6 out of 
10 admitted to being particular about 
the damaging effects of the sun, but 
conceded that they would apply sunblock 
only during predetermined prolonged sun 
exposure. This includes activities such 
as going to the beach, swimming, and 
playing outdoor sports such as golf. The 
rest of the time, they generally go around 
unprotected. 

While skin cancer is not as prevalent 
in the Philippines as it is in West, this does 
not preclude the possibility for Filipinos to 
develop this malignancy. For example, a 
study done over a 5-year period among 
the Filipino community in Kauai, Hawaii 
reported an incidence of basal cell cancer 
and squamous cell cancer, which are 
specific types of skin cancer. 

Also, studies have shown that 
Hispanics and other people of color do 
develop skin cancer almost as much as 
Caucasians, although they are diagnosed 
much later in the disease process 
than their white counterparts. This is 
attributed to the lesser awareness that 
these people have of the disease, leading 
to delayed consultation and subsequent 
diagnosis. 

While epidemiological studies done 
back in the 1970s showed that skin cancer 
in the Philippines was more common 
among those with lower educational 
attainment, more recent research would 


suggest that this disease is slowly gaining 
ground in the upper strata. 

What to do when you get 
sunburned 

You most likely know the feeling. 

Reddish, burning, and possibly 
blistering skin about 2 to 6 hours after 
sun exposure—not the best feeling in the 
world, is it? 

The first thing to do when this 
happens is to get out of the sun, if you 
haven't yet. You can then apply a cool, 
wet compress to relieve the pain. Cooling 
lotions are also recommended. 

Do not, under any circumstances, rub 
toothpaste, butter, kerosene or alcohol 
onto your sunburned skin. You may laugh 
this off, but some people actually do this, 
unaware that applying these on their 
damaged skin either worsens skin damage 
or makes for a medium in which bacteria 
can thrive. 

If the pain is unbearable, you may 
take an oral analgesic such as Ibuprofen. 
You may also benefit from topical 
corticosteroids, which can decrease the 
redness but have no effect on reducing 
ongoing damage. Oral steroids and 
antihistamines are of no benefit. As with 
any medication, however, you are advised 
to seek consult with a doctor to avoid any 
adverse drug reactions. 

Lastly, if you find your sunburn is 
extensive enough as to require medical 
attention, such as when you notice 
excessive blistering, do so immediately. 

Why you should take care 
of your skin 

In the wake of all this macho-driven 


perspective on how men should tend 
to their skin, more and more men are 
starting to put a premium on having good 
and healthy-looking skin (all the while 
denying metrosexuality, of course). 

One major reason behind this 
would be economics. In this competitive, 
dog-eat-dog world, how you look greatly 
affects your chances of getting and 
keeping a job. So you may be armed to 
the teeth with formidable credentials, 
a charming personality, and perhaps a 
padrino or two. But chances are, so is the 
next guy beside you. 

In the end, it may all boil down to 
looks, and having great skin certainly 
gives you an edge. Healthy skin is a sign 
of general health, as well as a reflection 
of one's ability to stay on top of things. 
And while this especially holds true for 
those involved in sales, public relations, 
and show business, it does apply to most 
other fields as well. 

Also, having healthy skin 
undoubtedly rings up extra points for you 
in the dating market. Ask any lady to 
take her pick between a pimply dude and 
a flawless one, and with all else being 
equal, it's more likely than not that she 
would gravitate towards the blemish-free 
guy. 

It goes beyond saying that knowing 
that you look good can extend into 
feeling good about yourself. This, in 
turn, can extend into your being a more 
productive and happier member of 
society. 
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□ 

PLAYBOY 

CASTING CALL 

We want you! PLAYBOY is looking for the most beautiful women to grace our pages. 

Attend our Casting Calls and see if you have what it takes to become part of the PLAYBOY family! 



Drop by our office at 2502-C West Tower, Philippine Stock Exchange Centre, Ortigas Center, Pasig City! 
Casting Calls are held every Friday, from 1 PM onwards. Bring your set cards! 

For inquiries, please contact Ms. Beng Miranda at mdmiranda@pbphil.com, or call: 

631 -2288 / 687-6291 / 0917A040932 / 0922-4003913 / 0917-PLAYBOY 
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Lara Antonovic 

Beauty 

Goes 

Forth 

-♦- 


PHOTOGRAPHY BY SINISA USTULICA & IGOR SELER 


B eauty can be found the 
world over. PLAYBOY 
takes pride in seeking 
out the most attractive and 
the most captivating women 
of every nationality and race, 
bringing them to the attention of 
our discriminating readers. Our 
International Playmate series, 
featuring the lovely ladies of the 
PLAYBOY’S foreign editions, now 
has a breathtaking new addition: 
Lara Antonovic. 
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INTERNATIONAL WOMEN OF PLAYBOY 



T his long and lean 
Croatian hails from 
Zagreb, and is as 
much a fitness buff 
as her athletic frame 
suggests. As is the case with 
many PLAYBOY Playmates, Lara 
is decidedly a go-getter, eager 
to succeed in life and fulfill her 
dreams. Where these dreams may 
take her is no problem for her, 
as she is also fond of traveling. 
Egypt, for example, is one place 
that she is eager to visit: as of 
the publication of this issue, she 
may well have achieved this goal 
already. 


Being a travel and nature addict 
poses no dangers to this head¬ 
turning lady, as she has martial arts 
training mixed in with her regular 
workouts. She’s no fan of smooth- 
talking impostors or liars, either, 
and she’s got a sharp mind to weed 
out the potential troublemakers in 
her social scenes. 

The next time you’re in a far-off, 
exotic locale, keep an eye out for 
svelte, statuesque sirens: one of them 
just might be Lara, exploring the 
world and living her life to the fullest. 

□ 
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Being a travel and nature addict poses no 
dangers to this head-turning lady, 
as she has martial arts training mixed 
in with her regular workouts. 
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V Playboy News 

Thailand: Back For More 

Apparently, two trips last year weren't 
enough, as PLAYBOY Philippines was 
invited back to Thailand by our friend 
Pat Vangvorawong for another round 
of fashion shows highlighting the new 
collections at his chain of PLAYBOY 
Stores. 



This time around, Ms. June 2008 Sachie 
Sanders, Misses April 2009 Ruby Basco 
and Andrea Shin, Ms. May 2009 Suan 
Javinez and Ms. December 2009 Phen 
Madrigal made the trip, proud to show off 
what the Rabbit Head could do! 


Where last year we hit Phuket, this year saw 
the PLAYBOY Family take Pattaya Beach by 
storm, with 5 shows in six days. Hundreds 
of people turned out to see the Playmates 
strut their stuff, take pictures and get their 
autographs. With that kind of reception, it's 
a sure bet we'll be back for more! 
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V Playboy News 

Jan/Feb Press Conference and 

Launch Party 

Our Philippine Cinema issue was the 
star of the show at the classy bar-and- 
restaurant function room Lounge when it 
was launched, but the real scene-stealers of 
the night were the legendary Peque Gallaga 
and Playmate of the Month Amber Dy. The 
PLAYBOY family was more than happy to 
live it up with everyone, guests and media 
folk alike. Lounge is located at 2/F Bellagio 
Square, Tomas Morato, Quezon City. Drop 
by often enough and you just might see 
more of our trademark Rabbit Head! 
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V Playboy News 

UP Cineastes' Studio 
Silver Alumni Homecoming 

25 years is a long time, and for the nation's 
first film-based student organization, what 
better way to commemorate the occasion than 
a party? Managing Editor Mikhail Lecaros 
reconnected with his roots, hobnobbing with 
Cineastes past and present. Speakers that 
evening included Bb. Joyce Bernal and current 
president, Candice Perez, while in attendance 
were filmmakers and creatives from every field 
of the local entertainment spectrum. 




Where How to Buy 


Below is a list of retailers and manufacturers you can 
contact for information on where to find this month's 
featured merchandise. 


Charina Sarte 

3203C Matanzas St., Palanan, Makati City, 

Metro Manila 

+63 (2) 4816785 

+63 (2) 5566440 

+63 (917) 8460007 

Levi's 

Shangri-la Plaza Mall 
2nd Level 

EDSA cor. Shaw Blvd., Mandaluyong City 
Metro Manila 

SM MegaMall 

Upper Ground Level, Bldg. A 

Edsa cor. Julia Vargas Ave., Mandaluyong City 

Metro Manila 

Telephone: 635-9015 


Robinsons Galleria 
2nd Level 

EDSA cor. Ortigas Ave., Pasig City Metro Manila 
Telephone: 632-741 1 

United Colors of Benetton 

SM MegaMall 
2nd Level Bldg. B 

Edsa cor. Julia Vargas Ave., Mandaluyong City 
Metro Manila 

Telephone: (632) 634-7952 

Bonifacio High Street 
Bldg. B 

5th Avenue, Fort Bonifacio Global City Taguig 
Metro Manila 

Robinsons Galleria 
Ground Level 

EDSA cor. Ortigas Ave., Pasig City Metro Manila 


Glorietta 

1 st Level, Glorietta 2 

Ayala Center, Makati City Metro Manila 

Telephone: 893-4970 

Power Plant Mall 
1 st Level 

Rockwell Drive cor. Estrella St., Makati City 
Metro Manila 
Telephone: 898-1087 
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'itgh Hefner's 


Six volumes, 3,506pages, limited to 
1,500 signed and numbered copies, 
all in an elegant Lucite case. 


% 

TASCHEN 


PLAYBOY 


Hugh Hefner's 

PLAYBOY 


Hugh M. Hefner s only authorized 
illustrated autobiography, the best 
from playboy’s first 25 years: 

V All 312 covers from 1953 -1979 


V Hef’s 59 hottest centerfolds 


V Fiction by Norman Mailer, 
Vladimir Nabokov, Ian Fleming, 
and more 

V Interviews including Martin 
Luther King, John Lennon, and 
Richard Nixon 


V A perfect replica of playboy’s 
historic first issue, featuring 
Marilyn Monroe’s iconic nude 

V Each set includes an original 
piece of Hef’s silk pajamas! 


€ 1,000 


lb order visit www.taschcn.com 
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Complete your 

collection 



For the true connoisseur, PLAYBOY 
Philippines is proud to present our 
readers with the opportunity to own 
a piece of history. 

The series continues w ith Volume Two! 
Picking up where Volume One left off, the 
latest in our hardbound compilation 
series contains every Playmate, joke, 
article and Centerfold from January to 
June 2009. 

Whether you’re completing your 
collection or discovering these issues for 
the first time, these exquisite hardbound 
volumes deserve a place on any discerning 
gentleman’s shelf. 



Copies are now T available for order from 
AdamosMedia. 

For inquiries, please call (632) 687-6291. 


